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The Epmie. 

that it would bee an errour in the religion 
of my duty, fhould I queflion your remiffion 
of this audacious crime, the offence being 
onely the acknowledgement of my refpedive 
fervice to you. Works of this nature have 
alwaies affumed this priuhedge, to afpire 
the nobleft for their Protestors. Since then 
authorifd by cuftome, worthieft Sir, it can- 
not bee a diminution to your fame, nor 
repugnant to the gravity of your moft 
ferious imployments to have him by pub- 
like profeffion known your fervant, who 
hath long fince by particular devotion been 


The humbleji of your honorerst 


Hen. Glapthorne. 



In csedem Alberti Wallenftenii, 

duds Fridlandiae. 1634. 


T ?us etiam fuperbe Dux FridlandicRy 
Dignus cothurno lugubri interiius meos 
Elicit lambos % lugeanfj quibus placet 
Vacare lachrymis. Film ac Viducc fat ejt 
Laniare crines, flangere ^ manu firms, 

Non ego fepulchro [ft tamen quifquam tibi 
Honor fepulchri detur) afsideo ge?nenSf 
Non tibi Camana funebrem pan^yrin 
Epicediumve dedicat, potius fcbi 
Jam gratulatur, Iceta Gujiavo diu 
2ui quodhaud te viderintfuperJUtem) 
Revenderit fed Egra (i) Luizeno vicem ; 
Feralis Egra, dims hofpitii locus, 

Splendors menfas quce Lycaonio Jlruens, 
Grandique cogens folvere pretio dapes, 
Gladios, bipennes, tela, tormenta apparat» 


(i) Rex Sued® in pugna ad Luteenum commilla ; WaHlenius 
Egrae interfedbis. 
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H<zc Imperaior ducibus^ 6^ Waljknid 
Gujianda cautus miferat bellaria. 

Non ilk iant^m mdegaudet hojlium^ 

Sed fuorum Janguine implm iubet 
Egmpenates^ proh deorum numina ! 
Quantum cruoris Aujiriaca fuperUa 
Sibi lifatum lamhit! 6^ tamm fitit 
Adhuc cruorem^ fcsvior Pelopis domo, 
Nullufne tandem mdibus dabitur modus f 
Modum fed ilia ccedibus dtdit tuis^ 

Alberte \ qui, dum Ferdinandi copiis 
Vexilla pandisy Ferdinandi perfida 
lugulum daturus advents fatellitL 
Vbi ilia tandem gaza, qud, Bohemiamy 
Sileftamque, agrofque Brandenburgicos 
Fretus peramhulajli 1 ubi eji exercitus^ 

Diro tuorum quo miniftro facinorum^ 
Homicidia^Jlupra^furta^ Pomerania 
Scope execrata ejly 6^ Mechlenbergi ftnus : 
Dum tu cremaias famulus Auflriacce domiltSy 
Projlernis urbes, impotens violentiam 
Marique faflum terminare Baltico ? 

Hoc tot lahorum prcemiim tuus tibi 
Dedit Imperator% Hoccine eft fUpendiumy 
Vtperduellis adlusy dr* fubito dolo 
Capius cerebro fpargeres ccmctculum i 
Sic beat amicos gentis Auflriacce fides. 

Qwd ft cruentd morte pereundum fuity 
Cecidiffe mcdks f Off an hoftili manu^ 
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Nuncputo^ videnfur fata (i) Papenhemii 
Tuifque (2) Tillii invidenda Manibus, 

Quhm iujius ilk Ferdinandus exjlitif 
Non qu(zro ; ver\fjin credo divhia minime 
Vindidia quM dormitat Ipfe ut perfidus 
Perfidid obires, lex inevitabilis 
Fail volebat\ quin 6^ immanis diu 
Crudelitatis artifex, crudeliter 
Defcenderes ad ima Plutonis loca. 

Vbi unicum fuiura fint folatium 

Fraus capta fraude^ feeler e cumulatum fcelus, 

Exddia eorunty ccedis authores tuce 
Quos fama novit, fiquidem Alberti duds 
Cderi fequantur impios Manes pede. 

Et maxink fc {quoniam id hand foepe accidit 
Vti perirent morte ficcdj principes) 

Sanguinea multo f anguine exundet domus^ 

Tuique fmilem fortiatur exitum, 

Alex. Gil. 


(1) Comes Pappenhemius in pugni Lutzeniana a Suedis ocafns 
6. Novem. 1632. 

(2) Generalis Tillius in pugna Auguflana graviter {aucius fiigit 
IngoUtadium ibique exfpiravit. 





‘The Perfons, 

Ferdinand the fecond Emperor of Germany, 
Ferdinand his fon King of Hungary. 
Alberius Wallenjiein Duke of Hidlaiid. 
Marqueffe Brandenburg. 

Duke Saxon Waymar. 

Earle of Tertzhi. 

Earle of Kintzki. 

Earle of Quejienberg, 

Matthias Gallos. 

Colonell Nmman. 

Marfhall Illawe. 

Fredricke. ) Wallenjiein. 

Albertus. J 

Colonell Gordon Governor of Egers. 
Colonell Lejle. 

Captaine Butler. 

Page to Wallenftein. 

Dutches to Wallenjiein. 

Emilia Daughter to Saxon Waymar. 

IJdbella woman to the Dutchefle. 

Dragoons ; Guard to the Emperour. 
Guard to Wallenjiein. 
Executioner. 

Attendants. 





Main 



Adus primus : Scena prima. 


Kintzkii TertzM, Gordon, Butler, Lejle. 


cer- 


rumour Hill continues. 

I my Lord, 

\1 111 fames though quicke are 

C/lL taine, ’tis concluded 

^all queflion or difpute, for thefe reports 
O^Are grounded on too manifell a truth, 

To cany doubt in them, it is confirm’d this morning ; 
Hee mull refigne. 

Lefle, Though a llranger Sir, 

^And fo leffe interefied in the Generalls caufe 
• 'Then you his Country-man: were you not my 
^ friend, 

• You ly’d to fpeake it Mull our Generali 
^ That foule of valor Wdleryim ; who has 
(Like fubtle lightning) purg’d the German ayre, 

From all the hot infe(^ons, forraign warre 
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Could threaten ; fent the health-caroufing Dane 
Drunke with his owne blood hoitie : broke all the 
force, 

With which the valiant Palatine and his aydes 
Infeiled had the Province : given to Death 
(That thunder-bolt of warre) whofe very name 
Was great as Fate it lelfe unto his foes, 

The SwediJJi King : and mull he now, his age 
Is candid o’re with vidlories, be inforc’d 
To a bafe refignation : Death ! he’s damn’d 
That dare but mutter it. 

Gordon, And they were fo 
Who fira occafion’d it, ’twould bring much com- 
fort 

To all true Souldiers. 

Lefle, ’Tis concluded Sir, 

Pall all redemption, they are doubly damn’d 
For their ingratitude ; difplace a man 
To whom they owe their lives ! one whom, my 
• Lords, 

We have feen i’th heat and bravery of a fight, 

Cheere up his fainting and dilheartned troupes, 

Even when his body feem’d but all one wound, 

That it appear’d a little Land, circled 
Round with the purple deluge of his blood : 

Who when warres Quiriflers, the big-mouth’ d Drums, 
And furly Trumpet fung his Armies Dirge, 

That fatall Muficke fweld his fprightly fenfe, 

More then foft Hymnes at Nupti^s. 

2ert, Sir, his glories 

Are fo well knowne to us we need not urge 
Their reputation, but ’tis pall my thoughts, 

Why on the fudden hb Ihould be compeld 
To give his charge up. 

Kintz, When the world beleev’d 
He Ihould have had a double triumph in 
The honour of his vidlories. 

Lefle, He tell you, 
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AlherUis Wallenjiein. 

Termed Envie, raigning in unworthy brealls. 

To fames Heroicke fonnes, fuch as know to cringe 
With fubtle motion to their Princes fmiles, 

Adore his foot-ileps and his awfull nods, 

And can like Afpes inilill into his eares, , 

A fweet yet killing venome : thefe thin foules 
When the blunt Souldier, has on piles of wounds 
Built up his Countries peace, whifper Beware 
In time my Lord, leail he doe grow too great : 

This meeting with the jealous Princes feares, 

(As Princes ftill are fearefull of the greatnelfe 
Of rifmg adlive fubjefls) breeds refolves to cut up 
That prop, leaning on which themfelves have flood, 
Firme and unfhaken on their bafe ; and thefe 
Court Parafites, and th* Emperors weake diflrufls, 
Puls this difgrace on Fridland^ which if he 
With an effeminate patience doe put up, 

May all the Lawrels growing on his Crefl, 

Be turn’d to Cypriffe, ferving for no ufe 
But to adome his Funerals. 

Gordon, Soft, 

The Generali’s here himfelfe : my gracious Lord 
The Duke. 

Tert Our thrice redoubted Generali, 


Enter WallmJieinj Hlawe, 

Wallen/. Ha 1 that found 
Awakes my drowfie foule, pray good my Lords, 
What do you behold degenerate in my lookes, 
Shewing me unworthy frill of that great title ? 

Tert. I would pull my eyes out, 

Should they convey into my foule a thought 
Tending to fo much facriledge to honour. 

And perfedl mafculine vertue. 

Wallen/ Yet I mufl 
Put off that glorious title, like a garment. 

Old and unfit for wearing : O my Lords, 



1 6 The Tragedy of 

Oiur honours individuall with our foules 
Growes to that eflence, as toth’ hand or cheeke 
The native whitenefle; and to have that tome, 

Lug’d off by violent torture, is a fuficance 
Beyond the ftrength of patience : is’t not, Lords ? 

Tert. Yes, and looke 
How farre the noble immaterial! foule, 

Tranfcends the duller body, fo much torments 
Inflidled on the purer mind, furpaffes 
Corporeall punilhments. 

Wallenf. It is a true 
Philofophy which even amongft Souldiers, 

Whofe onely learning is compriz’d in Armes, 

Is granted as indifputable, my Lords, 

What will the world that fometimes Hood at gaze, 
Frighted with awful! tenor of my deeds. 

Imagine to behold me in my age, 

Depriv’d of all thofe titles, all thofe glories, 

Which have growne up with me even from my 
youth. 

Which I have purchaf’d with expence of wounds, 
More numerous, then I’ve veynes ; ’twill ftraight con- 
clude. 

Either my age is doting, and return’d 
Into a fecond childhood, and unfit to manage 
The glorious warfare and the big commands 
Of Marriall difcipline j or that my faith. 

Is on the fudden like a faire ripe fmit, 

(By’th too hot kiffes oth’ lafcivious Sunne 
Betray’d to rottenneffe) by haughtie pride, 

Or vaine ambition tainted 
Lefle. And fo blaft 

At leaft, my Lord, in their too nice elleeme, 

Your former adlions. 

Gordon. Wrap in clouds of fhame, 

Your Ihining vertues. 

Wallenf. True, for ’twixt thefe two extremes. 
There is no meanes f efcape by : thinke thefi Lords, 
What an inhumane, irreligious wrong 
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It is, both to my honour and my faith, 

To be depriv’d thus bafely of that charge, 

Which I’ve perform’d with care and good fucceffe ,* 
And what ingratitude ’tis in this Prince, 

This Emperor, thus to reward my trufL ; 

When his owne foule can witneffe, ’twas my felfe 
That from the Swede, the Palatme and Dane, 

Refcued his Eagles ; who elfe had mewd their 
plumes. 

And from their height been forc’d to perch on earth : 

I tooke the reeling pillars of his State, 

And pitcht them firrae and even : Of this his 
Heaven, 

I’ve been the Atlas, I did fight for him, 

When every conflidl was a vidlory, 

Each field of battell was a field of glory ; 

Yet as my truths and loyalties reward, 

I am depriv’d unkindly even in peace. 

Of all my glories purchaf’d in the warre. 

Tert Next Sir, thinke, 

With whom your fhining honour’s in the fcale 
Ballanc’d : with one fo farre beneath your worth \ 

We are ingag’ d in reputation, never 
(He being fo farre inferior to our felves) 

To obey his commands. 

Kintz, Mathias Gallas, 

Your late-Field-Marfhall. 

Wallenf, His very name 
Begets new horror in me, noblefl friends, 

Co-partners with me in what ever dangers, 

Attends triumphant war, whom I have led 
In crimfon fields through rifing feas of blood, 

That you have fwom, not march’d to vidlory : 

Would it not breed afflictions in your foules, 

Your noble honed foules, to fee your poore, 

Yet alwayes loving Generali, at this age, 

Now when his head’s grown white beneath his helme, 
Difcarded from his office, and fhooke off, 

As birds their feathers mew, or Stags their homes, 

2 c 
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Thofe ufelefe excrements, in hope that frelher 
Will ith’ oldplaces grow \ fliould I doe this, I then 
Might trayle my waving Enfignes in the dull, 

As at my Honors Funerall, and breake 
My Sword ’gainfl my owne Target, nay pul off 
All pompe and pride of war, and like that vaine 
Refemblance of a flar, a Comet fall 
By my owne fire confum^d to earth forgotten. 

Lefle, Great Sir, though a flranger to you 
By birth and nation, yet the flridl alliance 
IVe to your princely nobleneffe, injoynes me 
Under your pardon, and with the allowance 
Of thefe brave Counts, your followers, to deliver 
My zealous counfell to you. 

Wallenf. Noble Scot, 

Ufe your difcretion freely. 

Lefle, Thus great Sir then, 

Though’! be i’th power of Princes to prefcribe 
Lawes to their fubjedls, ’tis their fubjedls wills 
Muff put thofe Lawes in adl, ’tis their obedience, 
Which are the ableff finewes of the ffate, 

And ’twere a barbarous cruelty to imploy 
Their hands againff therafelves, a ftrange 
juffice, 

To make their proper vertue inffrument 
Of their owne ruine. 

Tert. Colon ell Lefle 
Speakes home. 

Kmt And to much purpofe. 

Lefle, Doe not Lords 

Mifunderfland my meaning, I fpeake not this, 
That I contemne authority, or diflike 
Order in every thing, without preeminence 
In title of command our trade the warfare 
Could not fubfift, but to informe our Generali, 
Our too much injur’d Generali, that it is 
No fuch ffrange crime, to difobey a Prince 
In things injuff ; and can there be a greater, 

Or fhamefuller injuffice then for Cmfar^ 
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Albertus Wallenjtein. 

By’s Mandate to inforce him to refigne 
His glorious charge up ? 

Gordon. ’Twere a lhame. 

Illawe. An utter, an abominable difgrace 
To all that honor vertue, fhould we fuffer it 1 
Lejle. Here then 

Ends what I would have uttered ; of what force 
Are Cce,fars Mandats, when their reall loves 
Has difannuird them ^ circled with thefe hearts, 
Thefe bulwarkes of brave hearts, what need have 
you 

To acknowledge any Emperor but your felfe ? 

Your felfe great Duke, whole merit lays juft claime 
To that fupremeft title. 

Pray once more, 

Give me your patience : Rafhnefte, Gentlemen, 

Gives the firft on-fet fiercely, then recoyles, 

As Wafpes when they have loft their ftings : 
affaires 

Of this high confequence, doe require mature 
Deliberation : to confirme our owne 
Strength for the exploit, ftwere fit we did con- 
joyne 

With Saxon Waymar and Gujiavus Horne^ 

And the other bold confederates : how likes 
Your Grace this projedl? 

Wallenf. The Drum and Fife, 

Trumpet and Canon, when their lowd voyces 

los to vidlory, could nere beget 

More mufick in my ravifhed lenfe : teft friend, 

I am fo bankrupt growne in my extent 
Of gratitude, that truft me I could weepe, 

To fee my felfe fo farre outdone in firiendftiip : 

I am ingag’d in honour to goe on, 

That this infulting Emperor by his fall. 

To gaine fit meanes to gratifie your loves. 

Thou aery name of loyalty, hence to heaven, 

And finde like fmoake a buriall in the clouds. 
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Thus I expire thy effence ; henceforth He acknow- 
ledge 

No other Emperor but thefe wortliies hearts. 

Tert And we (great Duke) henceforth will nere 
, fubmit, 

To any rule but yours, which to confirme 
As fure as Fate had feabd it, on your fword 
Weel take a folemne and religious oath 
For the performance. 

OmneSy we all Jweare it 

And if any fhould be fo bafely perjur’d^ as to 
breake, 

But in a thought this Sacramentall faith, 

Let our jufl angers fall as heavie on him, 

As heavens mofl horrid curfes ; finke his name, 

Like fome prodigie delpis’d by light, into forget- 
fulneffe. 

Wallenf. So now me thinkes I fland : like a 
ColulTus, 

Through whofe fpacious Arch, 

Flowes the vail fea of honour, without power, 

Or naturall force to ebbe. Againe, beft friends. 

The early day, though from the gorgeous Fall 
She breakes, adorn’d with chaines of liquid 
pearle, 

Cannot atchieve hill luhre, till the Sun 

Gild her pale cheekes with brightneffe, nor can we 

Cloathe the yet infant dawning of our hopes, 

In perfedl Robes of light, till we have 
Attir’d them in the fparkling rayes of blood, 

Imperiall blood : Come let’s goe on refolv’d, • 

Like thofe brave men, who in their awfull palmes, 
Doe beare about their dellinies, and can 
Command even fate it felf : Illawe difpatch with 
fpeed 

Advifes to the Marqueffe Brandenhif'^e, 

Waymar and Count de Ar/idm, that we intreat. 

At perfonall meeting with them all at Drejden, 
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Albertm Wallenjiein, 

Come Lords, when ere the Romane Eagle falls, 

Wee’l moume in triumph at her Funeralls. 

Exit Wallenf. Tert. Kmtz. ef ozferL 

Lejie. So things once well begun, 

Are halfe perform'd, the managing an a6l 
With clofe and hidden pradlice 'mongR the wife 
And politicke people, brings affur’d fucceffe : 

Broad open wayes the heavie fnaile does take, 

While untrod paths bed pleafe the fubtle fnake. Exit 
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Scena fecunda. Emperor^ GallaSy 
Queftenberg. 


Emp, Hee’l not refigne then % 

Qtieft. ’Tis fo fear’d, the greatnelle 
Of his vaft fpirit never will admit 
Refignation of thofe honours, which 
He has with fuch felicity injoy’d. 

Gallas. Befides, my Lord, 

The Army is fo much bewitch’d with love 
Of this Arch-Traytor Wallenjiein^ they rather 
Put of their due allegeance unto you 
Their naturall Soveraigne, nay give up their lives, 
Then yeeld to any adl which may conceme 
His removalh 

Emper. Can this be poffible I 
Treafon fhall never brave us at our doores, 

Whilfl I can wield a Sword : ingratefull Have I 
Whom I have rais’d from fuch an abjedl lownelTe : 
His family did fcarcely beare a name 
In common Gentry, to the very height, 

The type of honour. That he Ihould doe this, 

And like the Vipers young, devoure that heart, 

That bred and nourilh’d him, more affli^s my 
foule, 

Than all the wrongs and troubles which my foes 
Ever inflidted on my Fame and Empire; 

Matthias Gaitas^ let it be your charge. 

To fee new forces lev/d, to oppofe 
Againll this Arch-Rebell 

Gallos. My Lord, I’ve learn’d 
Ith’ pradlicke Schoole of wane, that to oppofe 



Albertus Wallenjiein. 

Frelh unexperienc’d troups againft the flower 
Of old and hardned Souldiers, is but as 
If amongfl hungry Lions we ihould cafl, 

Reflflleffh infants^ and by their weake force, 

Hope to o’recome the furious beafls : Dread Sir, 
My Councell alwayes has had that fuccefle, 

To be accounted faithfull to my Prince : 

Feare it not, follow then my poore advice, 

Meet trechery with policie, and try. 

If you the Ambitious tra3l:or can furprize, 

The head once off, the weake and fainting limbes. 
Like fear'd dri’d boughs, by an impetuous wind, 
Tome from an aged Oke, will fall to earth, 

And be confum'd to afhes. 

Empe, It fliall be fo, 

Lord Quejienberg^ with all convenient fpeed, 
Difpatch a trufly meffenger unto 
The King of Hungary^ command his prefence, 
With his moll able legions for the fafeguard 
Of our owne perfon ; In fuch like affaires, 

Which doe concerne the uncertaine rule of States, 
Wife men fhould alwayes be above their fates, 

Exeunt 
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Scena teriia, AlberUis, Newman. 


Newm. A pox upon her fir, and for her fake. 

On all good faces ; mull you figh and whine, 

And make a face worfe then a zealous drunkard 
Does oVe dead niuflie wine, becaufe the is beau- 
teous : 

We Souldiers doe not ufe to ingender with 
A phifnomy, nor as the learned terme it, 

Co-habit with a handfome nofe or lip, 

There are fome parts beneath the waRe I take it, 

More ufefull for a man of Armes. 

Alher. Good Colonell, 

No more of this. 

Nmm, Should I aske you 
The reafon why you love her, you muft anfwer ; 

’ Tis for the fport (as for what other reafon 
Women were made, unleffe to prick upon 
A clout, or ftarch, tranfcends my bell Philofophy) 

And for that purpofe, a fhort coat frifler, 

That as Ihe railkes each morning, 

Eedewes the code grade with her Virgin moifture, 

As ufehill is and adive (founder far 
That’s certaine granted) pray, my Lord, remember 
Shee’s but your mothers Gentlewoman, and whom 
perhaps 

The Butler has oftener folded up, then ere 
He did his table linen. 

Alher. No more, you’l anger me. 

Nmm. You’l anger me agen then : we Imps of 
MarSf 

Should know no other midreffes, then what the Camp 
contains, ' 

I nere durfl love ith’ field (marry in the Citie 
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IVe had copulation with all trades) but one poore 
futlers wife, & 

She as faire too, -as was the kettle which fhe boyl’d 
her beefe in, 

O how the fweet fmell of her amber greace 
And kitchin-fLuffe perfum’d my greedy noftrils, 

Yet on this beauty doted I (infpir’d by infurredlion of 
the flefh) 

And gave her to cuckol’d the good corporall her hus- 
band 

Inf. Ifabella. 

Ten comely dollers, and the divell take her, fhe 
paid me with a pox. But fee, here comes the 
Lady of the Lake, for whom you good fir Lancelot 
make thefe lamentations ; be not you bafhfull now, 
but fall op boldly heart, let me drill her for you, 
if ^ her body be under Musket proofe, ’tis ten to 
one my morris pike fhall enter : to her, to her. 

Exit Newm. 

Ifdbel. Surpriz’d by him alone, 0 my jufl feares. 
Albert. Why, crueil faire one, fhould you fhun his 
fight, 

Whofe very foule moves in your eyes, or why 
Should your blefl voyce, fpeake health to all the 
world, 

Yet threaten death to me : look on my youth, 

My hopefull youth, which in the adlive war, 

Has taught old Souldiers difcipline : behold it 
Nipt by the cold frofl of your icie beauty, 

As in a feaver languifhing to nothing, 

Forgetfull of the noble pride and flrength. 

It has fo lately boafted, ’tis injull 
To fee me flill over my foes vidlorious, 

Made by ray felfe your captive, to infult 
Over your fuppliant vaffaile, would thofe eyes, 

Which can contradl lights orbe into a glance^ 
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Become impoverifh^d by a fmile, thofe cheekes 
Sully tbeir native tindlure, Ihould they blufh 
At your mindes cruelty, ’twould rather adde 
To the illuftrious excellence. 

IfaheL My noble Lord. 

Albert Stay, you mull not fpeake yet. 

There’s not an accent iffuing from your lips, 

But has the power, Ihould thunder fpeak, to charme 
To peacefull quiet the affrighted world, 

And would llrike dumbe my paffion : bell of 
Virgins 

There is not that difparity ’twixt our births, 

As there’s inequall difference ’twixt our hearts, 

Mine’s all on fire, dare combat with the Sun 
For heats priority, yours Mountaine fnow. 

Cold as the north, and cruell as my fortunes : 

Yet you may make them equall as your eyes 
are, 

By yeelding up that fort, which will, when time 
Has given it ceremonious priviledge, be perhaps 
By fome unworthy groome, without reliflance 
Surpriz’d and entred. 

If abet My Lord, bad cullome is become 
In men a fecond nature to deceive 
Poore Virgins by their flatteries ; noble youth, 

That I doe love- you dearely, may thefe teares, 

Shed for your folly tellifie : looke backe 
Into your pricelelfe honour, call that up 
To affift the fortrelle of your minde affail’d 
By foule unlawfull paflion : thinke how bafe ’tLs, 

To rob a filly Orphan of her dowry ; 

I have no other but my Virgin whiteneffe, 

Left to uphold my fame, nought but my vertue 
To my inheritance ; fhould you difpoile me 
Of that faire portion by your lufl, my memory, 

Would like an early Rofe bud by that tempefl, 

Dye on its owne flalke blalled. 

Albert. I doe dreame fure, 

Jfdbel Womens fames fir, 
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Are like thin Chryilall glalles, by a breath 
Blowne into excellent forme, and by a touch, 

Crackt or quite broken : fay I fhould confent 
To your defires, your appetite once fated, 

You would repent the fadl, when you Ihould fee 
Your felfe furrounded in a mill of cares, 

View balhfull Virgins point at you, as at 
Some hatefull prodigie ; heare matrons cry, 

There goes the lullfull thiefe, that glories in 
The fpoyle of innocent Virgins, that foule thiefe, 
That has a hundred eyes to let lull in at, 

As many tongues to give his wild thoughts utterance. 

Albert Sure fome Angell inhabits here, 

This cannot be a Manlion 

For mortall frailty : fweet farewell, good night, 

I would not have my over-fawcie love. 

Commit a rude intrufion on thy peace, 

Though parting with thee be more torment to 
me, 

Then to forgoe mine eyes ; may all the joyes 
Of healthfull llumbers crowne thy bed, thy dreames 
Be free from paraphrafmg on my memory, 

Left it affright you j once more, Deare, good 
night. 

While you with pleafmg happy lleeps are blefl, 
rie feeke fome way to my etemall reft. 


Exeunt 


Explicit Alius primus. 
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A6lus fecundus : Scena prima. 


Wallenjlein^ Waymar^ Brandenburge^ Tertzki^ Kinfzkt^ 
lllawcy Nmman^ Gordon, Lejle, Butler, 

Wallenf, The honour you have done me mighty 
Princes, 

Ele<ftors of the facred Romane Empire, 

By this your perfohai vifit does ingage 
So much our gratitude, that what our felves, 

And the moil able forces of our friends, 

Can in requitall a6l, lhall be perform’d. 

Mutuall difcourfes often mingle foules, 

And as the Arteries convey the blood 
Throughout the body, they from mind to mind 
Convey affedlion to this end we did 
Intreat this meeting, that our conference might 
Joyne in an individual! league our hearts. 

Bran, This happy treaty, glorious Duke, ihall 
bring 

Blell peace once more with turtles wings, to foare 
Over the German Provinces; fhall dry 
Teares from the eyes of mothers, while the Virgins 
Shall dedicate their houres to joyfull Hymnes, 

In honour of your merit 
Warn, The flurdy boore 
Shall plough his fields in fafety, and afcribe 
To you, great Duke, that happineffe : ’twas you, 

Who when Bellona thundred through the land. 

Did flop the fleel-wing’d Goddefife in her courfe, 

Who when our Armies, like a raging floud. 

Did beare downe all before them, did oppofe. 
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The greedy torrent, boldly turn’d it backe, 

Into its native body, and conjoyn’d 
With you fo inur’d to conqueft, he were leffe - 
Then man, and more then coward, that could 
feare 

Any infuing dangers. 

Wall You doe me too much honor, mighty 
Princes : 

And now my brave confederates in Armes, 

Where bufineffe of import commands attendance, 

That time’s mif-fpent, that’s fpent in ufeleffe words, 

I fhall fo pleafe you, therefore fpeake the caufe, 

(In briefe) which urg’d me to defire this con- 
ference, 

And give you feafons for my Hrange revolt, 

Prom my fo long lov’d Mafler. 

Bran, ’Twas the end 
We onely came for. 

Waym, The foie reafon 
That drew us to this meeting. 

Wallenf, Thus in briefe then. 

How I have ferv’d this Eraperour, thefe wounds 
That beautifie my body (caufe the markes 
Of my juft loyalty) given by your fwords, 

Can beare me righteous witneffe ; but good fervice 
To a malicious and ingratefull Prince, 

Are rather caufes of fufpefl, then love, 

And when mens actions doe tranfcend reward, 

They then defend to punifhment (my caufe 
Is rightly Hated thus) for when my lelfe, 

(I well may fpeake it without partiall boail) 

Had like his Eagle in my powerfull gripe, 

Snatch’d up his Crowne that lay defpis’d on earth, 
And heav’d it up to Heaven, borne all the waight. 
Which yours, the Danifh and the Swediih force, 

Could load thefe fhoulders with ; nay fhooke it off 
Lightly, as windes in Autumne doe from trees, 

Their wither’d Summer garments : then, even then, 
When my jufl hopes were pregnant with conceit 
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Of Wreathes and triumphes (as a brave reward) 

My Souldiers by his Mandates were forbid, 

To obey me as their Generali, and my felfe . 
Commanded llraightway to refigne my charge, 

All my great power which I had bought with 
blood, 

Unto Matthias Gallas my Field-Marfhall. 

Saxon. Infufferable injury ! 

Bran. Inhumane and unhear’d of ingratitude ! 
TVallen. Nay more, 

As I had been a Traytor then in fadl. 

He did endevour my furprize, to bring me 
A prifoner to Vienna : thinke then Lords, 

When both my priceleffe honour and my life 
Were at one Hake propos’d, if Tde not caufe 
To play my game with cunning skill, when thefe 
My brave Commanders from their martiall eyes. 

Did for my wrongs ihed teares of blood, cal’d 
on me. 

As on their friend, their father, not to leave 
My Sons my Souldiers : if I their requefl 
Perform’d, I fav’d my honour and my life, 

But if the Emperors, I gave up them both 
To plaine perfpicuous mine : yet in not 
Accomplifhing my Maflers harfh commands, 

The name of trealon brands me (but paffe that,) 

I of two evils chofe to take the leaft, 

Rather to draw upon me Ccefars hate, 

Then to forfake my charge and fouldiers loves : 

And now being free in my owne foule as thought 
Unfought to (Lords) and unconftrain’d, I offer 
T’afTifl again fl this Emperor , (this thing 
Made onely up of name and voyce) whom we 
Will breake as fhowers doe bubles, which them- 
felves 

Of nothing had created. 

Saxon. So welcome 
Is this your proffer’d amity, no bleffing 
Heaven in its fullefl bounty could have fhowr’d 
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Could have arriv'd more pleafing, and to ihew 
How much we prize your friendihip, let your fon, 
Young Fredericke be affianc’d to my daughter, 

The tye of nature to the tye of blood, 

Will make the union perfedl. 

Wallenf, 'Tis an honour, 

We are bound in duty to accept, my Lords, 

In noble foules no thought ffiould once admit 
Sullen delay, our progrefle ffiould be fwift, 

As is the paffage of unlimited fire 
In populous Cities ; or as windes, whofe force 
Does at their birth rend ope the Aubborne wombe 
Of the dull earth their mother j great defignes 
Should by great fpirits onely be purfu'd, 

And our lall bufineffe is our fpeedy conference 
With Chancellor Oxenjiern^ and the French Em- 
baffador. 

Adlions that carry an unufuall weight. 

Ought flill to flye at an unufuall height 

Exeunt Wallenf, Bran. Waym, Tert. Kint Illaw. 

Lejle. So, let the dull 

Halfe-fpirited foules, who ftrive on reremice wings, 

By that which fooles terme honefly, to climbe 
Toth' top of honour, in their filly vertue 
Boafl, while ingenious and more adlive fpirits, 

In a diredl line without flop or hindrance, 

Mount to their wiffies, yet ith' worlds efleeme, 

Are held as reall, and indu'd with goodneffe. 

This Wallenjiei^^ like a good eafie Mule, 

Have I led on %th' nofe to this rebellion. 

Fir'd with fuch venome as will fpread, 

Like fwift infedlion through his foule : thefe two 
Shall be my agents to atchieve my ends, 

Fadlors in cunning to vent forth my intentions, 
Lieutenant Colonel Gordon^ and my good 
Captaine Butler. 

Gordon.. We were muling, 
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What ferious thought it was, that could fo long 
Betaine you from our conference. 

Lefle. Faith I was fludying 
On our great Generals fortunes, upon which 
Our hopes and lives depend; what thinke you of 
them ] 

Gordon. Well at leafl, wee’r bound 
To hope the bell, he’s in himfelfe lo mighty, 

He feemes above his fate. 

Bictler. His plots doe carry 
A faire and fpecious out fide. 

Lefle. Tis a figne, 

Corruption is within them, noble friends, 

You are my country-men, and if my life 
May preferve yours from ruine, I (hall deem it 
Religioully imploy d ; if you difcover 
What I intend t6 utter, ’twill but fend 
My age fome houres before its deflin’d minute, 

Unto my grave, and I moil willingly, 

Shall dye the caufes martyr. 

Gordon. By our honours, 

No fy liable lhall ever pafle our lips, 

What you in love reveale to us. 

Lejle. Thus then friends, 

Rebellion never yet could boafl a happy 
Or profperous period, Wallenjieins defignes 
Are built on land, and with the Emperours breath 
Will be difperfl'into the ayre : I fpeak not this, 

That I doe hate the man, heavens know I love 
His perfon, but deteft the caule he juftifies. 

Gord. True, the dignity of Princes^t 
Does make what ever quarrels fubjedkft 'raife 
Againil their Soveraigns, odious. 

Lejk. Shall we then, 

Here in a ilranger country, violate 
The Lawes of hofpitahty, unmake the anciem 
faith 

Afcrib’d unto our Nation, by affifting 
A Traytor ’gainft his lawful! Prince, a Generali 
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Againll that power which gave him that com- 
mand. 

Betray that royall Mailer, to whofe bounty 
We owe our lives : firfl rather let’s refolve, 

To open all his treafons, his proceedings, 

Unto our Lord the Emperour. 

Gord. Tis very juft, 

And in my judgement requifite. 

Butler, I doe approve it. 

Lefle, ’Twere meere madnelle, 

And he that does miflike it, beares no braine, 

No foule about him : Inftead of flight prefer- 
ment. 

Which (ftiould our Generali profper) we at beft, 
Could but expedl, we fliall have Caftles, Lordftijps, 
Earledomes, nay Provinces, be ftil’d the favers, 
Prefervers of the Empire, have our napes, 

As ’twere in triumph fung about the'ftreets, 

In popular acclamations, thinke then Mends, 

How farre thefe certaine honours will furpafle 
Our aery expedlations : come lets poft 
Straight to Vienna, and informe the Emperour 
Of all’s proceedings, in this great affaire, 

We mull not ufe our fortune, but our care. 


Exeunt. 
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Scena fecunda^ Frederick^ Albertus^ 
Newman. 


Newm. Pilh, perifli Ml in ignorance, am I, 

Who am grand mailer in the art of Love, 

Not able to inllrudl a limber youth 
Of the firfl growth, your brother here makes love 
In an ill favor’d tone, and skrewes his coun- 
tenance, 

As he were finging of lamentable Ballads 
Of Tillies overthrow, but you for your part, 

{Fve knowne you of an urchin) are fo fiery, 

You fpeake aU fquibs and crackers, carry a Canon 
In your mouth, youT fright the Lady, Ihe’l imagine 
You come to ravilh her. 

Albert, The Colonell 
Tells you, your owne, good brother. 

Nem, I’ve told you yours too, or I’m much 
millaken, 

You love, ’tfhould feeme, the faire Emilia^ 

A pretty wench, they fay, but that’s no matter, 

Your fathers are agreed on’t, and you’d have me 
Shew you the readieft way, how to accoll her 
Negatively, I will demonflrate inflantly. 

Fred. I lhall obferve your do6lrine moll exadlly. 
Newm. Pray obferve. 

You mufl not then accoll her with a Ihrug, 

As you were lowzie, with your Lady, fweet Lady, 

Or moll fuper-excellent Lady, 

Nor in the Spanilh garbe, with a Hate face, 

As you had new been eating of a Raddifh, 

And meant to fwallow her for mutton to’t : 
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Nor let your words, as that I’m mofl afraid of, 

(’Caufe ’tis your naturall mood) come rumbling 
forth, 

Ulher’d with a good full-mouth’d oath, I love you : 
But fpeake the language of an overcomming Lover ; 

I doe not meane that ftrange pedanticke phrafe, 

Us’d by fome gallants, who doe aime at wit. 

And make themfelves ftarke alTes by’t, praife their 
miftrefles 

By th’ Sun and flars, while the poore girles imagine, 
They meane ' their fignes, their Mercers or Per- 
fumers 

Inhabit at (for fure beyond thofe Planets 
They’ve fludied no Allrologie) but you mufl 
In gentle, free, and genuine phrafe deliver 
Your true afedlion, praife her eye, her lip. 

Her nofe, her cheeke, her chin, her neck, her 
brefl, 

Her hand, her foot, her leg, her every thing, 

And leave your rofes and your lillies for 
Your country froes, to make nofegayes of : 

But flay, here comes your Miflris, her father too, 

In conference ; fall on my Mirmidon, 

While we retreat. 


Int, Waymar^ Emilia^ 

Alter. Speed your endevors, brother. 

Ex. Newm. Alter. 

Waym. ’Tis fo concluded ’twixt me and his 
father, 

For both our goods, be not you nice Emilta^ 

The noble youth’s fo flimifh’d with all worth, 

You needs mufl like him. 

Emilia. Good fir give me Ikenfe, 

To let my eye diredl my heart to love, 

And if young Frederic'^ be the mafler of 


D 2 
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Such abfolute gifts, doubt not but I fhall find 
them. 

Waym, My Lord I’m glad 
Of this faire interview, I and my daughter 
Were even conferring of you ; fir as yet 
She's fomething timorous, dreads a Souldiers lookes. 

Fred. She needs not lir, 

She beares a fpeU about her that would charme 
A Scythians native fierceneffe into foftnefle, 

Thofe fpirit-breathing eyes, my Lord, which can 
Kill as they pleafe, or quicken with a glance. 

Waym. Now they are enter’d, 

He fteale away and leave them. 

Fred. Gentle Lady, 

To make the addreffes of my love-licke heart, 

Plaine and apparent to you, that you may. 

Search through my foule, and find it all your 
creature, 

Give me your patient hearing. 

EmiL ’Tis a requeil, 

Might tax my manners, Ihould I deny it to 
One of your noble quality; ufe your pleafure. 

Fred. Which confifls 
In viewing your bright beauty ; the idea 
Of all perfedlions, which the jealous heavens 
Duril ever lend to earth-divineft Lady, 

The gentle ayre which circumfcribes your cheeke, 
Leaving its panting kiffes on the flowres, 

That in that Tempe bloffome, does not love 
Thofe fields of purity more then mine eyes do, 

Mine, Lady, is a holy, 

An intelledluall zeale, fuch as the Angels 
And Saints, who know no fexes do affedl by, 

Paft imitation too, ihould they who flrive 
To trace me, take the confiancy of Swans, 

Or never-changing Turtles, as their patternes. 

Emilia. Sir, it feemes 

You’ve lludied complement as well as Armes, 

But he’s a fooliih Lover, who to gaine 
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His Miflris, dare not promife what you have utter’d, 
but I mufl 

Have more then verball affurance of your love 
Fred. Ey your faire felfe I’m reall, do intend, 
What Fve deliver’d with as much true zeale, 

As Anchorits do their prayers : I love your minde, 
Your excellent minde, and for its fake, the pure 
Shrine, which containes that bleffing, this fair 
building, 

This pallace of all happinefle, and intreat you, 

As you have mercy in you, to take pitty 
Upon my loves ftern fufferings, and redreife them, 

By your confent to take me for your husband. 

Emilia. Sir you are an over-hally Lover, to 
imagine 

I can at firil fight of your perfon, be 
Surpriz’d and yeeld, they muft be ftrong allure- 
ments, 

Mufl tempt a baflifull Virgin flill inur’d 
To no companion but her feares and blufhes, 

To give her heart away, and live in thraldorae, 

Unto a flranger. 

Fred. Love, Madam, has Eagles eyes ; it can 
beget acquaintance, 

Even in a moment, fuddenly as time, 

The time that does fucceed it. Farewell 
I will not have my over-hally zeale, 

Urge your mild fiifferanoe further, pray think: on 
me 

As one whoVe plaid my full extent of blifle, 

In your in joying, think you are the land wracke, 

By which the brittle veflell of my hopes, 

Mufl through LovesTwelling Ocean be diredled, 

To a fafe haxbor, honoicr me to kifie 

Your faire hand ; Lady now farewell, no bliffe 
Can be in Love, till we know what it is* 


Fomnt. 
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Scena tertia. 


I'erdmand, King of Hungary^ Gallas^ Queftenherge. 


Emper, Crownes are perpetuall cares, and to their 
heads. 

That weare the wreath Imperial!, are annext 
Forraigne invafions oft may lhake a llate, 

But civill broyles are the impetuous fire-brands. 

That burne up Common-wealths ; to quench* 

A flame domellicke we are met, which will 
Like flame increafe, by going on \ this late 
Revolt of Wallenjiem, 

ffungar. Perfidious Have t 
On whom your plenteous bounties fhowr^d fo faff, 
They feem’d to drown him, he whofe great com- 
mands, 

Could not know ought above them, but your 
felfe, 

The Generali of your forces of Gloyame^ 

Mecklenburg^ Sagan^ Fridland^ fill’d the Duke, 

He to invert your owne Armes ’gainft your felfe 
Swels my vext foule to thinke on ’t 
Emper, ’Tis not words, 

Or aery threatnings will appeafe the mifchiefe, 

It mull be done by force ; Matthias Gallasy 
Have you according to our late commands. 

Given order for the levying new forces, 

To oppofe this Traytor. 

Matth, Mighty Sir, I have. 

And feen them muflred. 

Emp, To what amounts their number* 
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GalL Threefcore thoufand. 

Hung, A royall Armie had they been train’d 
In Military difcipline, experience 
Is halfe the foule of Armes, we will take order, 

To have them taught the exercife of Armes, 

By thofe Hungarians troupes which we brought 
hither. 


Int a mejfenger 

Emp, Now fir, your buhneffe. 

M^en, Mighty fir, 

The Governor of Egers^ Colonell Gordon^ 
Attended by Lieutenant Colonell Butler ^ 

And Colonell Lejle doe defire admittance 
Into your prefence. 

Emp, Let them enter, 

They are his friends, and may perhaps difcover 


Int Lejle^ Gordon, Butler, 


Some of his trecheries : Noble Grangers wel- 
come, 

I doe conceive ’tis bufinelle of importance 
Has drawne you hither, in Colonell Lejles lookes 
I read affeires of confequence, with which 
His adlive braine does teeme, and faine would be 
By ’s tongue deliver’d. 

Lefle, Moll mighty Ccefar, 

To indeare the fervice to you, I lhali doe you, 

By guilding o’re each circumftance, its waight 
And confequence, fince ’tis my bounden duty, 

To you, my royall Mailer, would but Ihew, 

Pride and arrogant love in me the author, 

To my owne a6l, and lo ’twould rather lelien 
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Then amplifie my merit ; how I’ve reiv’d you 
Under command of him, whom in due juftice 
I cannot mention now without foule cuifes, 

Revolted Wallmjiein is to thefe Lords, 

And your great felfe bell knowne. 

Emp, And our rewards 
Shall ftrive to pay thofe fervices. 

Lejle. But when I faw him 
Put off his faith, abandon his allegeance, 

Accounting all your bounteous favors trifles, 

Unto the mountainous pile of his defervings, 

And like a black cloud hung o're all your Empire, 
Uncertaine where to break and in vaft thoughts, 
Afpir’d your facred dignity and life, 

I like his Genius skrewd into his counfels, 

Explor’d his plots and treafons, and have found 
them 

So full of eminent danger. 

Gordon. So malicious. 

Lefle. Empty of worth and honour, it had been 
A finne beyond the horridll punilhments. 

To have conceal’d them from you, and which mofl 
Tortures my loyall thoughts, as ’t had not been 
Sufficient for him to rebell himfelfe, 

He has form’d a league defenlive and offenfive, 

With your moft eager enemies, Saxon Waymar^ 
Brandenburgs Arheinis and Gujiavus HornCs 
And had a perfonall meeting for that purpofe. 

Butler. And ’tis to be fear’d, 

That if fudden power flop not their progreffe 
They will with fpeedy violence invade you, 

Heere in your capitall City. 

Emper. Worthy flxangers. 

In this one adl you’ve ihowne your felfe more faith^ 
full, 

Then all my home-borne fubjedls, but be fure 
If gratitude can equaU your deferts. 

You fhall injoy that amply : Noble Leflcy 
The time i^ come now, and the delemma call, 
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That mufl conclude our Empire, which we mull 
Unto thy care commit ; to kill a Traytor, 

Is a deferving adlion, for thou flrik’ll 

Then with the Sword of Jullice : wilt thou adde 

This one adl to thy former high defervings, 

Kill this Arch-Rebell. 

Lefle, 'Twas an office, 

We fhould have beg’d, beleev’t he’s dead already, 

He kill him in his pride, in all his glories, 

With fuch fecurity, as I would lleepe 
After a tedious watching, 

Emfer. And expedl, 

What e’re your hopes can wifh, fo with all fpeed 
Back to your charge, be carefull, come my Lords, 
Fate now does fmile upon us, and the llorme 
Which threatned us, is fuddenly growne calme. 

Exeunt^ Emp* Hung, QueJL Gallos, 
Lejle, Now our hopes 

May reft, beft friends, affur’d of good fucceffe, 

’Tis in our hands, our fates, and we have heaxts. 

Dare venter on this Giant Duke, and lift him 
With as much eafe from earth, as the bright Sun 
Does dull and lazie vapors, nor let dangers 
Fright us from the atchievement, lince the jullice, 

The caufe does carry, is a certaine armour, 

’Gainft all the affaults of perill, which in it felfe 
Is but an April ftorme, no fooner Ihowne 
To fright the ayre, but by th’ next wind o’re- 
blown. 


Explicit ABus fecundus^ 
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A6lus tertius : Scena prima. 


Fredericke^ Emilia. 

Fred. Divineft Lady, 

I hope your late refufall of my love, ^ 

Is alter’d now by ypur more gentle pitty, 

My conflande carries more flrength about it, 

Then to be blafled with your firfl repulfe. 

In the lame righteous caufe of my affedlion 
I muft again be advocate, and hope , 

My fute will be effeded. 

Emilia. Alas, my Lord, 

Make me not thus the iubjedl of your mirth, 

Or Complement, your foule is too fecure 
In its owne manly vertues from furprize 
Of weake afifedlion, efpecially of mine 
Who am fo worthlehe in my felfe, I cannot 
Boall thofe high glories, as to be victorious 
Over fo brave a Conquerour. 

Fred. Thofe bright eyes, 

Like Heavens bleft light, when from a mifl of 
clouds 

He peepes, and gilds the earth with brightnelTe, 
can 

Quicken and fire even marble hearts with love, 

Thaw foules of ice, my Emilia^ 

A malefadlors feares are more upon him, 

E’re he doe come to ’s triall, then when he heares 
The Judge pronounce the fentence of his death : 

’Tis Lb with me, and I fiiould be more bleft, 

To heare that voyce of yours, 



Albertus Wallenfiein. 

That Angels voyce (too fweet for fuch dire ufe) 
With a fever e refufall ftrike me dead, 

Then live tormented in a fad fufpence, 

Ignorant of my defliny. 

Emilia, My Lord, 

If I Ihould frame my Virgin thoughts to love. 
They fhould be fixt on you, but I’m fo well 
Content, and fetled in a Virgin life, 

I cannot wifh to change it 
Ere, Not to imbrace 
A larger flock of happines, Emilia, 

Virginity is but a fingle good, 

A happinefe which like a mifers wealth, 

Is as from others, fo from your owne ufe, 

Lock’d up and clofely cabin’d, fince it not admits 
Communication of its good, when you 
Shall in the flate of marriage freely tafle 
Natures choice pleafures, that fame happinelfe 
You were created for. 

Emil, You have prevail’d Sir^ 

You who are ftill vidlorious o’re your foes, 

Mufl needs remaine a Conqueror o’re your friends. 
My Lord, receive me freely, I am yours 
For ever. 

Fred, This chafle kiffe diall feale the contradL 
Come my Emilia, love is fuch a wealth, 

As mufl be gain’d by free confent, not flealtL 
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Scena fecunda. 


Wallenjlein,^ Dutchejje, Newman^ Terzki^ Kintzkzy 
Illawe. 


Wallenf, Are they agreed yet, Newman, 

Newm, Faith my Lord, 

The Virgin Lady’s foinething fearefull, feares 
A man of wane fhould board her, left his charge 
Should make her keele fplit, my Lord Fredricke 
Is of that rough demeanour, fpight of my 
Inftrudlions, he will never learne to woe 
In the due phrafe and garbe. 

Wallenf, I doe admire, 

The fond bafe caniage of our giddy youth 
In love affaires^ and grieve to fee my fonnes, 

(Who fhould inherit from me my great fpirit, 

As well as fortune) fo degenerate from 
My mafculine courage ; when ith’ blooming pride 
Of my green youth I flourifh’d, my defires 
A3nn’d alwayes rather in the tented field 
To fpend my houres, then on a downy Couch, 

To fee the face of a fterne enemy befmear’d', with 
blood, 

Pleas’d me fane better then a Ladies lookes. 

Dutch, And yet you vow’d, 

E’re you won me, my Lord, you ne’re faw objedl, 
That fo much pleas’d your appetite. 

WallenJ, Perhaps I might, 

For the obtaining of my ends, defcend 
From my great fpirit fo much, as to decline 
To idle Courtfliip, the birds and beafts will doe it 
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To fate their appetites, the fiery Steed, 

(That in the fervor of a fight, oft times 
Neighs courage to his rider) when provok’d 
With eager heat, will licke and bite his female 
Into the fame defire : The Sparrowes bill, 

And with a chirping rhetoricke, feeme to court 
Enjoyment of their wifhes, which fulfil’d 
Dull as their heads, they couch beneath their wings, 
And in a flumber, forfeit all remembrance 
Of their pall pleafures : Yetinfatiate man, 

In his defire more hot then Steeds or Sparrowes, 

Will to obtaine it, quite devefl his foule 
Of all that’s mafculine in liim, and transforme 
His very being into woman. 

Newm. Sure, 

My Lord intends to write fome Proclamation. 

’Gainil wearing holland fmockes, fome furious Edidl 
’Gainfl charitable leaguerers ; IVe knowne him, 

(And fo have you my Lords) for all this heat 
’Gainil woman-hood, purfue a futlers froe, 

(And fhe had but one eye neither, with as much 
zeale. 

As e’re knight-errand did his faire Lindabrides, 

Or Claridiana. 


Ent Fredrich^ Emilia, 

Tert. My Lord, your fon and faire Emilia. 

Newm, The quarrel’s reconcil’d, He lay my life 
on ’t. 

' Wallen/. Beauteous Lady, 

The conlradl ’twixt me and your father, touching 
The marriage ’twixt my fon and your faire feife, I 
hope 

By your confent is ratified : my boy 
Lookes fprightly, as if he were new return’d 
From a triumphant vidlory. 
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Fred, My Lord, 

I am fo much a mafler of my wifhes, 

By being bleil in this faire Ladies love, 

I cannot wifli a happineffe above 
What I poffeffe, onely would you be pleas’d. 
To dehiny the moll welcome houre for 
The confummation of our Nuptials. 

Wallenf, ’Tihall be accomplifh’d 
With all the fpeed that preparations can 
Be made for the folemnity. Your newes fm 


Int, Page, 

Page. My Lord, there’s Colonell Gordofi^ and 
fome others 

Newly arriv’d from Fgers, beg admittance 
Into your prefence. 

Wallenf. Let them enter, 

They are my noble friends. Madam take 

The bright Emilia to your charge : Fredrick you 

Have leave to wait on your Mhlris. Worthy friends. 

Ex. Dutch. Fred. Emil. 


Int Gordon^ Ledle^ Butler, 

You’re dearely welcome, I prefume the bulineffe 
Mull be of much importance, that could draw 
You (without giving us firil notice of it) 

From Egers hither. 

Lefle. Mighty Sir, our fortunes, 

Our honours, lives, whatfoe’re we can call ours. 
Are fuch a debt to you, that we’r ingag’ d, 

To facrifice them all in any fervice 
For you, efpecially in this affaire 
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We’r now arrived about, fmce it concemes 
Your precious life, which by that tyrant 
At halfe the price and value of his Empire, 

Is fet to fale. 

Wallenf. Horror 1 as how, good Colonell. 

Lejle, When you fhall know fir 
The traytors (fuch his malice would have made 
them) 

Pick’d out for the affafinates of your perfon, 

You’l blefie you from his trecheries, as from 
Infe6lious damps, for the men, bell Generali, 

Are of fuch bofome trull, fo neere ally’d 
To all your councels, ’thad been as eafie for them 
To have acfled your fad mine, as it is 
For me to fpeake this. 

Tert Very flrange, pray name them. 

Lejle. Even our felves, 

Our faithfull innocent felves, were thofe fame mom 
Hers, 

Defign’d for to put in adl his purpofe, who 
’Caufe we were mercenaries in this warfare, 

He thought as eafily we would fell our faiths. 

Courted us therefore with whole piles of honours, 
Mountaines of titles, mines of endleffe riches : 

But where our honours Hand in competition, 

Thefe are but frivolous baits, trifles for children 
To play and toy withall, our faiths are chryllall, 
Which poifon cannot vitiate. 

Wallenf, And our love 
Shall llrive by yours to take a faire example, 

How to requite your tmth, but pray what aiifwer, 
Return’d you to this man more great in mifchiefes, 
Then he’s in power or title. 

Lejle. Entertain’d 

His proffer’d bounties with a fpecious Ihew 
Of thankfulnefle, nay promis’d to efiedl 
His damn’d intent, befought him not to imploy 
Any other inllruments but our felves t’accomplilh 
The mine of your perfon ; by this meanes 
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To free your deare life from the eminent danger, 

Of being by others aym’d at 
Tert, Thele ftxangers loves 
Surpaffe credit. 

Wallenf. To thanke you 
For this fame deare prefervall of my life, 

Beil friends, were to admit your adlion might, 
Receive by gratitude a fatisfadlion, 

But pray divide my foule, my life and fortunes, 

Are at your difpofition : noble Lords, 

That this bafe Emperour feekes to take my life 
By trechery, is an apparant ligne, 

He feares tlxat I Ihould live, and halfe vidlorious 
Hre blow be llrucken, are they whom their foes 
Dread, e’re they doe behold them : let’s go on then, 
Arm’d with our aides, backt with our caufes juilice, 
’Gainft this infulting Emperour, and refolve 
To pull the tyrant from his Throne, dellroy 
His veiy name, his memory, his afhes, 

With as much eafie freedome, as rough windes 
Demolifh cralie buildings. Colonel Gordon^ 

Some five dayes hence we ftiall arrive at Egers^ 
There to make preparation for the Nuptials, 

Betwixt, our fonne and faire Emilia, 

Come Lords, fince we amongfl our felves are true, 
Conquefi; is ours, which we’l with fpeed purfue. 

Eooeunt 
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Scena tertia. 


Albef'tus folus, 

Alher. To be in love, nay to be fo in love, 

To put off all our reafon and difcourfe, 

Which does diffinguilh us from favage beafts, 

To dote upon a face ( which like a mirrour, 

Sully'd by any breath) by the leaft fickneffe, 

Growes pale and ghaftly: Is not this meere mad- 
neffe, 

Why fhould ’t inhabit here then : fure the foule, 

As ’tis a fpirit of a fubtle effence, 

A forme as thin and pure, as is an Angels, 

Can nehe be author of thefe wild defires, 

So oppofite to its nature, they^r all flefhly, 

Sordid, as is the clay this frame’s compos’d of. 

Shall the foule, 

The noble foule, be Have to thefe wild pafffons, 

And bow beneath their waight : ha Ifahella. 


hit I fab. 

All reafon, fenfe and foule are in her lookes, 

There’s no difcourfe beyond them : cruell faire one^ 
Are you flill refolute to perfiff in your 
Strange tyranny, and fcome my conftant love. 

IfabeL Doe not fir 

Abufe that Ikcred title, which the Saints, 

And powers celefliall glory in, by afcribing 
It to your loofe defires, pray rather cloth them 
In their own6 attribute, terme them jom lull fir, 
Your wild irregular lull, which like ^ofe fire drakes, 
Misguiding nighted travellers, will lead you 
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Forth of the faire path of your fame and vertue, 

To unavoided ruine. 

Alber, This is coynefle, 

A cunning coyneffe, to make me efleeme 
At a high rate, that jewell which you feeme 
To part from fo unwillingly (Merchants ufe it 
To put bad wares away :) deare Ifabella^ 

Thinke what exceflive honour thou lhalt reape, 

In the exchange of one poore triviall gemme, 

And that but meerely imaginary, a voyce, 

And unfubflantiail effence, yet for that 
Thou flialt have reall pleafures, fuch as Queenes, 
Prone to delicious luxury, would covet 
To fate their appetites : Think IJabella^ 

That hardefl Marble, though not cut by force, 

By oft diffiifion of fait drops, is brought 
Into what ever forme the Carvers fancie 
Before had defLin'd it : your heart’s that fubllance, 
And will by frequent oratory of teares, 

Be brought to weare the perfedl llampe, the figure 
Of my affedlion on it. 

IfaheL Thus befieg’d, 

It is high time, I fummon up my vertue, 

All that is good, about me, to affift 
My refolution ; Sir, I would be loath, 

That you fhould fee me angry, ’tis a paflion 
My modefly is unacquainted with, 

Yet in this caufe, deare to me as my honour, 

I needs mufl chide^'ycur paflion : 0 confider, 

Looke what a precipice of certaine ruine. 

Your violent will (as on fome dangerous rocke, 

That flrikes what e’re dafhes upon’t, in pieces) 

Has caft your heedlelfe youth upon : my Lord, 

Why fhould you venter your whole Ifock of good- 
neffe, 

Upon forbidden Merchandize, a prize 
Which the mofl barbarous pirats to the Lawes 
Of morall honefly, would feare to feize on, 

Both for its fandity and triviall value. 
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Alh, I’m thunder llrucke. 

If ah. What foolifh thiefe, my Lord, would rob an 
Altar, 

Be guilty of the facriledge, to gaine 
A brazen cenfor : why fhould you then affedl 
A fin fo great, as fp oiling me of honour, 

For fuch a poore gaine, as the fatisfying 
Your fenfuall appetite ,* think, good my Lord, 

The pleafures you fo covet, are but like flattering 
mornings, 

That fhew the rifing Sun in his full brightnefle, 

Yet doe e’re night bury his head in tempefls. 

Alb. I’m difm chan ted, all the charm es are fled, 
That hung like mills about my foule, and rob’d it 
Of the faire light of vertue : excellent Angel, 

You have that power in goodneffe, as fliall teach - 
Wonder, that child of ignorance, a faith. 

No woman can be bad : I doe confefle, 

Big with, the rage of my intemperate lull, 

I came to blall your purity, but am 
Become its perfe(5l convert, fo reclaym’d 
By your bell goodnefle from thefe foule intentions, 
Hell has not ftrength enough to tempt my frailty, 
Toth’ like wild loofenefle ; pray fweet forgive me, 
Seale it with one challe kifle, and henceforth let 
me 

Adore you as the faver of my honour. 

My truth and fames preferver. 

If ah. I am glad 

I’ve wrought this reclamation on your folly, 

And trull me, I fhall ever love this in you, 

Though my more humble thoughts^lhall neVe afpire 
To affedl your perfon. 

Alb. Had you yeelded to my defires, 

Been no whit vertuous, I fhould have elleem’d you, 
(My loofer heat by your confent extinguilh’d) 

But as a faire houfe haunted with goblins, 

Which none will enter to poflelfe, and blell me 
From the prodigious building when now, 
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Big with the chafLe affurance of your vertue, 

I doe befeech you by your love, your mercy, 

Looke on my innocent love, more fpotleffe 
Then are the thoughts of babes, which ne’re knew 
fouleneffe, 

Accept me for your husband, Hart not Lady, 

By your farre felfe I meane it, doe intreat it 
As my extent of happineffe, 

Ifab. This my Lord, 

Is too extreme oth’ other fide, as much 
Too meane I hold my felfe to be your wife, 

As my owne fame and honour did efLeeme me 
Too good to be your proftitute : My Lord, 

The wiving Vine that ^bout the friendly Elme, 

Twines her foft limbes, and weaves a leavie 
mantle 

For her fupporting Lover, dares not venter, 

To mix her humble boughes, with the imbraces 
Of the more lofty Cedar : Twixt us two 
Is the fame difference : Love my Lord and hope 
A nobler choice, a Lady of your owne 
Ranke ,• all the ends my poore ambition 
Shall ever ayme, fhall be to love your worth, 

But ne’re afpire your Nuptials. 

Alher, You’re too humble, 

Impofe too meane a value on a gemme, 

Kings would be proud to weare, deare Ifabella^ 

Let not thy mod eft fweetneffe interpofe 
A new impediment ’twixt my la^vfuli flames, 

And thy owne Veftall chaftity, let not feare, 

(To thy fex incident) of my fathers wrath 
Stagger thy refolution ; thou flialt be 
To me, my father, mother, brother, friend. 

My all of happineffe ; if we cannot here 
In peace injoy our wifhes, we will love 
Like Turtles in a Defart, onely bleft 
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Enter Fred. Newin, 

New. Why look you fir, yonder’s the cock oth 
game, 

About to tred yon ginny hen, they’r billing ; 

Shall we retire, my Lord, perhaps they are going 
to’t, 

And ’twould be a lhame to fpoile their fport. 

Fred. I am reiolv’d, Tie fpeake to him. 

Newm. Your pleafure mull be accomplifh’d, 

But take heed we draw not the Virgins curfes on us 
Both, take heed on’t, it will fall heavy. 

Alher. Surpriz’d, and by my brother, prethy 
fweet 

Withdraw, I would not have thy timorous eares, 
Frighted with his loud anger. 

Fred. Save you brother, 

You’ve parted with your Miflreffe, pray tell me, 

Does die kilfe well, has Ihe a fragrant lip ? 

Are her demeanours courtly, apt to ravifh ? 

Are you refolv’d to run away with her, 

And hain the honour of our family, 

For her fweet fake ? 

Aider. Gentle brother, 

You fpeak a language I nor underhand. 

Nor value much the meaning. In your love 
I medled not, and ’t had been manners in you, 

Not to have intruded upon mine, your prefence 
Being unrequired. 

Fred. You’r very confident, 

Young Gallant, in defence of your brave Miflreffe, 

I know you are in love, bravely in love 
With a trim Chamber-maid, a thing made up 
Of a call Taffatie gowne of an old Wardrobe : 
Degenerate brother, were I not aflur’d 
Of your chafLe mothers vertues, I fhould queflion, 
Whither my father got you, but I’m come 
To dihnchant thy fenfes from the charmes, 
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That hatefull witch throwes on them, but refolve 
Quickly to quit her, or by Heaven Ihee’d better 
Commix with lightning. 

Alber. Pray, good brother ufe 
Your threats upon your Corporals, or ftampe 
At your tame Lanceprefados, when they doe not 
Performe your charge ; your rage upon your boyes, 
Were more becomming, then upon your brother : 

If you will fit, and with attentive patience, 

Marke what I fhall deliver, I will give you 
Reafons for my intentions, but if not. 

You may depart imfatisfied. 

Fred. Well Sir, be briefe, I fhall attend you. 

Alb. In briefe, I love faire Ifabella, fo 
As honour, not the vicious heat of youth, 

Commands me to affedl, I love her vertue, 

And have in that as noble, rich a dowry, 

As the addition of eflate and blood, 

Which you have acquir'd in your late happy 
match 

With young Emilia. 

Fred. Dare you, boy, name her, 

And my Emilia as paralels. 

Alb. Why, good brother, 

Though Ihe tranfcends her in her birth and fortunes, 
Yet in the rare indowments of her minde, 

She is her equall, vertue has a foul as precious 
In peafants as in Princes, 'tis a birth-right 
None can deprive them of, wdio truly have it. 

'Tis fo with Ifabella. 

Fred. You doe intend to marry her. 

Alb. Yes brother. 

Fred. Shee is a Whore. 

Alb. 'Tis a moil fcandalous lye, and on your 
heart, 

He prove her chafle and vertuous as Emilia.^ 

As your Emilia. 

Fred. Have at you. Fight 
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Frit Tertzki, Kintzhi^ Newman^ 

Newrn^ Help to beat down their fwords, my 
Lords, 

Death, Fredrick^ Albertus^ what doe you ineane % 

Let’s beat them both, hart I thinke you’r drunk 
With Luhecks beere or Brunf wicks Mum, 

Kint For fhame 
Put up your angry weapons. 

New. How. fell you out Gentlemen, how fell you 
out 

Tert It was a fad misfortune, nor would I 
It Ihould arrive unto our Generals notice, 

For halfe my Earledome : ’Las my Lord you bleed. 
Alb. No matter, 

My blood could ne’re in more holy ufe 
Have been imploy’d. 

New. Now the heat’s over, do you not both 
thinke 

Your felves a paire of coxcombs, come fhake 
hands, 

I will make you both Hark drunke, but I will 
have you 

Good friends agen, brothers fall out, for ihame, 
Brothers fall out. 


Explkii Adlus tertius. 
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Ac5his quartus : Scena prima. 


Wallenjlein^ Fredericke^ Dutchejfe* 

Wallen/. Can this be poffible. 

Fred. Tis a truth, 

And if your high authority countermand not 
His fond intentions, he will wed her, and 
Difhonour our great Family. 

Wallenf. Call him hither. 

I lhall inllrud: the gallant youth his duty. 

Dutch. But good my Lord, do not with too 
fevere 

A harOinelTe chide the error of his love, 

Left like a chryftall ftreame, which unopposed 
Runs with a fraooth brow gently in its courfe, 

Being ftop’d oth’ fudden, his calme nature riot 
Into a wilfull fury, and perfift 
In his intended fancie. 

Wallenf. Gentle Madam, teach 
Your women how to dreffe you, here are none 
Doe need your prefence or inftrudlion, you would 
have him 

Leape your neat Chamber-maid, and get a Mon- 
key 

For you to play withall : He is here, 

Pray you depart, Fredrick attend your mother, 

I would be private. 


Int. Albert 


Alb. Your Grace was pleas'd to fend for me. 
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Alberhis Wallenjiein, 

Wallmf. I did fo, 

Know you the caufe ? 

Alh, Not yet, my Lord. 

Wallenf, I am your Father fir, 

Whofe frownes you ought to tremble at, whofe 
anger 

Should be as dreadfull to you, as Heavens curfes ; 
Looke on my face, and reade my bufineffe there. 

Alb. Alas my Lord, your lookes 
Are decompos’d with rage, your fiery eyes, 

Rowle with the accudom’d motion, they had 
wont 

To dart upon your enemies, I am 
Affur’d my innocence can no way merit 
Your alhconfuming anger. 

Wallenf. ’Tis a lye, 

A wortbleffe lye, falfe as thy flattering hopes are, 

You are in love, mod gallantly in love 
With Jfabella^ one who is compos’d • 

Of paint and plaiders : thou degenerate monder, 
Traytor to fame, and parricide to honour, 

Abjedl in thy condition, as thy thoughts are \ 

Teaie this vil’d drumpet firom thy foule, do 't 
quickly, 

Renounce her with all binding tyes can urge thee 
To keep thy faith, or I will quite put off 
The name of Father, take as little notice 
Thou art my of-fpring, as the furly North, 

Does of the fnow, which when it has ingen dred, 

Its wild breath fcatters through the earth forgotten. 

Alb. This was the killing fever I dill fear’d 
Sir I fhould be a dranger to your blood. 

As well as noble worth, diould I commit 
Adtions I fham’d to judifie : I confeffe 
I love faire Ifabella^ and befeech you, 

The meaneneffe of her fortune and her birth 
Omitted, die may be confer’d upon me 
In lawfull marriage. 

Wallenf. Dare you boy, 
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Speake this to me. 

Alh. I Hiould Sir be degenerate 
From your great fpirit, fhould I feare to utter 
What I doe wifh effedled, were you a God, 

As being my Father, youh but a degree 
To me beneath one, in a caufe fo righteous, 

I fhould not onely boldly crave your licenfe 
But hope to have it granted. 

Wallerif. Hell and furies, 

Durft any mortall foole, but my owne iffue, 

Venter to brave my fury thus ; refolve 
Villaine in full to fatisfie my purpofe, 

Doe It without regret, renounce this ilrumpet 
Even from thy foule, abandon her remembrance. 

Or by my owne unwearied valour, better, 

And with more fafety thou mayfl hug a wave. 

When its white lips kiffe heaven : yong fir your 
honor 

Is not your owne, for it you’r but my fadlor, 

And mufl give me account, a ftridl account 
Of the errors you run in : to the Dufl 
Of my great Anceflors, hand I accountant 
For all my family, and their blell afhes 
Would breake their Marble lodgings, and come 
forth 

To quarrell with me, fhould I permit this bar 
To flaine their glorious Heraldry. 

Alb. Great Sir, 

Can vertue be a blemifh, or true worth 
Difgrace Nobility ; ’twas that at firfl, 

When Nature made all equall, did diflinguifh 
Twixt man and man, arfd gave a jufl precedence 
To the niofl worthy : Honour is Vertues of-fpring, 
Since then the Angell, my affedlion’s fixt on, 

Is faire and vertuous, all the good that ever 
Durfl with fraile flefh commix, or earth be proud of : 
How to our Families honour can fhe bring 
A diminution % Can fir the challe ice, 

Kils'd by the Sun, into its native fub fiance, 
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Pollute a chryflall River, furely rather 

It addes frelh moyflure to its flreame. My Lord, 

I am your fonne, and have been flill obedient 
To your commands \ 0 by your love, your vertue, 
Your never daunted vertue, I befeech you, 

Grant me this one requeft, werh for my life, 

I Ihould not be fo abjedl, as to fpend 
This breath for its redemption. 

Wallenf. Well, thy prate 
Has overcome me, I am pittifull, 

Beyond my nature pittifull to thee, 

Thou lhalt injoy thy wifhes. 

Alb. All the bleffings. 

Prayers can obtain from heaven, Ihowr down upon 
you 

Por your fuperlative mercy. 

Wallenf. Stay and marke me, 

'T ihall be with this condition, that as foone 
As thou art wed, and hail injoy’d thy wiihes, 

Ere the next Sun rife on you, you refolve 
Without remorfe, to kill your Ifahella. 

Alb. Heavens protedl me 1 
Wall. Nay thou fhalt fweare it too : ^Las gentle 
boy, 

I know thy nature is too full of fire, 

To mix with fordid earth, and though thy lull, 

(Which is but manhood in thee) prompt thee on, 

To tafle the fweets of Ifabdlas beauty, 

I know thou fcornfl fo much to unmake thy 
Gentry, 

To take her for thy wife, perhaps fhe will not 
Give up her honour, till the Church has feaFd 
That grant as lawful! ; freely I allow 
Her brave ambition, if as a reward 
Due to her haughty pride, thy o^vn hands kill 
her, 

And fo wipe out the infamy. 

Alb. Strange cruelty ! 

So tyrants us’d to grant offenders life. 
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After their condemnation : to referve them 
To combat wild beails in the fpacioas Cirque, 

Or bloody Amphitheater : My Lord. 

Wallenf. Pilh I am deafe, inexorable as Seas 
Toth' prayers of Mariners, when their finkiug 
Keel 

Is drunke with billowes. 


E7it Dutch, Ifahel and Page, 

Dutch. 0 my Lord, 

Your juftice on this curfed witch, thisthiefe, 

This morning I have lofl out of my Cabinet 
The fo much valu’d Jewell, which your bounty 
Bellow’d upon me, none but Ihe and I 
Having been there firice ; lire mull be the thiefe : 
Force her to reflitution. 

Watt. ’Twas a gem, 

My mother gave me, which I did preferve 
With as much care, as votaries doe the reliques 
Of their protedling Saints : I gave it you, 

When in the eager fervor of my youth, 

I deHin’d you my wife : come hither minion, 

You who can fteale the Jewels of mens hearts, 
With your inchanting forceries, will not feare 
To make a venter upon pettier theft : 

Sirrah goe bid them wait me here. 

Ifa. My Lord, 

I’m fo fecure in my own innocence, 

That Ihould your fury riot on my life, 

Twould not affright me, I Ihould meet my death, 
As willingly as I Ihould doe my reft, 

After a tedious watching, there’s no armour 
Like that of innocence, with which I’m guarded, 
And therefore laugh at punilhment. 

Wat. So brave, 

I fhal foon quell your infolence : lay hands 
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Ent a Guard, 

On this ignoble flrumpet, hang her up, 

Here in nay prefence. 

Alb, Stay fir, I doe befeech you heare me. 

WaL Your intreaties 
Are caft on me, as fools throw oyl on fire, 

Striving to extinguifh it : hang her up, 

He hang you all elfe. 

Alh, Then Sir I will fpeake, 

Since you forget to be a father to me, 

I will put off my duty ; I'm refolv'd, 

Since ’tis impoffible that we fhould live, 

To dye together : nor doe not Have prefume. 

To touch this mine of purity, 'tis a treafure 
While I’m alive Hell cannot ravifh from me, 

(For fiends would feare to touch it) if you 
murder 

This fpotleffe innocent Virgin, you are fuch. 

So mercileffe a tyrant, as doe love 
To feed on your owne bowels, one whom na- 
ture 

Created for a curfe, and to get curfes, 

Such prodigies as I am, one whom all Lovers 
Shall tremble at, if mentioned ; one. 

Wallenf, Death have I loll my command, is he 
or I 

To be obey’d 1 hang her, if he refill, 

Kill the unnaturall Traytor. 

Ifab, Deare Albertus, 

Draw not a mine on thy prizeles life, 

For my defpis’d fake I will go to death, 

In full peace as does an Anchorite, that’s affur’d 
Of all his finnes forgiveneffc. 

Alb, Sawcie divell, 
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Carry that touch of her to hell, ’twill ferve 
To mitigate thy tortures. 

Is run through. Kils 07ie of the Guard. 

Dutch. O my Lord, what has your fury adled, 
Deare Alherfus. 

Alb. ’Twas a moil friendly hand, and I could 
kiHe it, 

For the moll welcome benefit ; Ijabellay 
In death thou givefi: me life, thy innocence, 

Will like my guardian Angell, fafe convey me 
To yonder heavenly Manfion j pray forgive me, 

Deare Sir, if in my over-hafly zeale 
In this poore innocents quarrell, my wild fury, 
Tranfgrefs’d my naturall duty, and as the lafl 
Requeft your dying fon- can aske, take pitty 
On this moft innocent Maid : thy hand, my faire 
one, 

And now as willingly I doe expire. 

As a bleil Martyr, who does court the fire. 0 Ifahella. 

Dies. 

Dutch. O my deare Albert. 

Wall. Death Have, dare you play with a flame 
That fliall confume you. 

Hang her up, or torments fhall pay your breach of 
duty. 

Ifab. There friend, there’s all the Jewels I am 
miftris of, 

And that thou merits, prethee be as fpeedy 
In thy difpatch, as fate it felfe ,* there is 
A pure white GhoU in yon fame azure cloud, 

Experts me flraight, I come my deare Albertus. 

Is hang'd. 

Wallenf. Take hence their bodies, ’twas a hope- 
full boy, 
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Made him forget his duty ; and ’tis better 
He di’d with fame, his fword in’s hand, then 
that 

He’d liv’d with foule difhonour : would he were 

^live agen, I do begin to feele 

Strange horrors here, and that big guell, ray foule, 

Is fhaken as with a nipping frofl, hence idle grief, 

I mnfl be furnilh’d with more fpritly paffions, 

Thou art too heavy, ^'fit for the fociety 
Of none but penfive women. All mufl dy, 

Why Ihould not he then, ’twas his deftiny. 

Exeunt. 
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Scena femnda. 


Gordon^ Lejle^ Butler, 

Lefle, Are all your horfe in readinefle. 
Gordon, Yes, 'tis time, 

That we were mounted, ’tis foure leagues at leafl 
Unto the Generals Campe, and 'twill be late 
Ere we arrive there, are you yet refolv'd 
Upon the meaiies, by which to put in pradlice 
Our long intended purpofe, our delay 
Will make the Emperour apt to call in queilion 
Our faiths integrity. 

Lefle, So great a bufinefTe, 

Is not with eafie fpeed to be perform'd : 

An eager hafLe oft-times o'rethrowes the fortunes 
Of fuch affaires, if we once get him hither, 

Within our City walls, be confident, 

He’s in his grave ; but have you given command. 
That all your Souldiers be in readinehe, 

To waite the Generalls entry. 

Btctler, They fhall be 
In their befl furniture of Armes, all drawne 
Into parada, he fhall have all pompe, 

And ornament of warre, to bid him welcome. 
Lejle. Thefe triumphs 

Shall be but funerall pomps before his death ; 
Gordo7i^ you mufl, as Govemour of Egers^ 

Prefent the keyes with all humility 

To his difpofe, 'twill make him be more careleife, 

And truft his very foule into our hands. 

Gordon, Doubt not me, 

I fhall performe with cunning skill, what e’re 
Belongs to me j but doe you intend the Generali 
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Alone fhall fall, or his confederates 
Shall perifh with him. 

Lefle, O by all meanes, Indian princes 
Doe carry flaves to wait on them into 
The other world, and ’twere inglorious, 

That' our brave Generali Ihould not have that 
privilege 

Count Tertzki^ Kintzhi^ Newman^ Marfhall Illawe^ 
Shall be his harbingers, and i’th’ fhades below, 
Provide fit entertainment for his Ghofl. 

ButL They are of power, their deaths will fiirowdly 
weaken, 

The ilrength of the Confpiracie. 

Lefle, Very true, 

I’le craftily inftill into his eares, 

New caufes of dillrull, fo to beget 
In him more confidence of my faith, fo to 
Allure him hither fooner, we mull worke 
Surely, as does the Mole, who digs 
Her habitation in the earth, and fcomes 
All the aHaults of tempefls ; when he’s in, 

We mull be prompt in adlion, fure of hand, 

And found of heart, and ftrike him with that 
violence, 

From the fuppos’d Heavens, his ambition climbs to, 
That the thin ayre does from its purer Regions 
Dull earthly meteors ; come let’s away, 

Nought crofies actions like a dull delay. 

Exeuni^ 
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Scena terfia. 


Wallenjlein folus, 

Wallenf, To be difeas’d in mind, difeas’d pail 
cure 

Of PhyUcke or fage counfell, is a madneffe, 

The adlive Souldier, all whofe ends are glory, 

And that by vertue (cowards terme a fmne) 

Ambition, fhould not be acquainted with. 

Although my cares doe hang upon my foule, 

Like mines of Lead, the greatneffe of my fpirit, 

Shall ihake the fullen waight off \ naturall reft, 

(Is like a wholfome bath to limbes oppreft 
With gouts and aches) to a troubled minde, 

A moil excelling medicine, and I feele 
A ilrong propenfion in my braine, to court 
Sleepe for its mild Phylitian : within there ; boy. 

Ent a Page, 

Sirrah be fure that none difturbe my reil, 

On no occafion, on your life I charge you, 

Fage, Shall I fing Sir. 

Wallenf, Yes, if fhe notes be heavy, apt to 
invite 

The weary foule to flumbers. 

Song, 

Page, Who’s there ? you muil not enter. 

Ent, Dutch, 


Dutch, Mull not firrah. 
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Where is your Lord 1 
Page, Your pardon, gracious Madam, he’s laid 
down 

To reft, and has upon my life commanded 
Me, none Ihould wake him. 

Dutch. Thinkft thou he is 
So much addidled to his eafe, he will 
Negledl his bufineffe, goe in and tell him, 

The Governors of Egers, Colon ell Gordon, 

And Colonell Lejfle are without upon 
Affaires of confequence. 

Page. Would your Grace 
W’ould pardon me, your felfe with greater fafety 
Might do it, Madam. 

Dutch. Foolilh boy, goe in, I will be thy 
fecurity. 

Page. I ffiall performe, 

Though moft unwillingly your command ; my Lord, 
Pleafe you to rife, your Dutcheffe. 

Wallenf. Ha, where’s my fword, 

Thou art a Coward Gholl, and not my fonnes. 

To take me in my deep unarm’d, my Poniard 
Will Hill be faithfull to me, if thoubeefl not 
Thin ayre, its point will graze on thee. 

Stabs the Page. 

Dutch. O my Lord, 

"What has your fury adled ? this your fudden 
Murdring this innocent youth, doth adde new 
horrors 

To your ftrange cruelties. 

Wallenf. Ha, my Page I his death 
Was but due juffice for his breach of duty, 

For thus diflurbing of my reff. 

Dutch. My Lord, 

Your hands are purpled fo in innocent blood, 

Teares cannot wafh the tindlure of : my felfe 
Am as deepe guilty 'as you in the flaughter 
Of Ifabella, fhe was innocent, 


F 2 
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The Jewell I accus’d her of, this morning, 

Griefe to my foule, Tve found, pray heaven, 
repentance 

May expiate our offences. 

Wallenf. I begin 

To feele flrange horrors here, my Marble foule, 

Does llrive to fweat it felfe into a teare, 

At thought of thefe fad accidents. Noble Friends, 

Ent Gord. Butl Lefle, Newm, Tert Kint, 

Tou’r opportunely welcome, I was opprell 
With fudden melancholy, but your lov’d prefence 
Expells all thoughts of it, and I’m growne 
As full of fprightly mirth, as when my hopes 
Aim’d at a glorious vi<5lory. 

Gordon. Mighty Duke, 

According to my duty, I am come 
Here to prefent you with the keyes of Egers^ 

My place of 'Government, and with them my 
life, 

To doe you fervice. 

Wallenf. Noble Gordon^ 

You doe fo much indeare mee by your love, 

I have no poflibility to requite 

Your overflow of Curtefies, have you not 

Receiv’d new intelligence of bulinefle, 

Which does concerne me. 

Lefle. New temptations Sir 
AgainfL your precious life, ’tis to be fear’d, 

Left feeing we doe flacke fo in performance 
Of what we’ve promis’d, he’l imploy new agents 
To attempt your mine, and ftiould treafon, 

As ’tis a fubtle lerpent, flings unfeen Sir, 

Invade your life ; to what a dire misfortune 
Were we, whofe lives have upon yours dependance, 
Betray’d, and therefore good my Lord beware, 

Left your owne courage, which contemns all dan- 
gers, 
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Doe undoe you. 

Wallenf, Never feare ; how farre 
Is’t hence to E'^ers. 

Gordon. Some three houres eafie march. 
Wallenf. Set forward thither ; 

It were in vaine my enemies fwords to feare, 

When I doe carry fharper poniards here. Exeunt. 


Explicit Adlus quartus. 
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AcSlus quintus : Scena prima. 


Emperour^ Hungary^ Quejlenherg. 

Emp. Vext with fo many cares, fo many mif- 
chiefs, 

That doe like HidrcHs dreadfull heads increafe, 

By cutting off, as billowes follow billowes, 

Succeed each other with that eager violence, 

Our weary Eagles know not where to perch, 

But flag their flckly wings : wer't not irreligious, 

I fhould capitulate with the powers divine, 

And tax them of injuflice ; my whole raigne 
Has been a long and one continued trouble ; 

And if blell peace with her faire beames did e^re 
Shine on our Empire, ^twas but like a faire 
Deceitfull wind, courting the Ihips out of the harbor, 
Into the maine to drowne them ; but the mother 
Of a more horrid warfare, that I feare as 
I found the Wreathe Imperiall drown'd in blood, 

So I in blood muft leave it. 

Quejl. Have good hope Sir, 

Tides then approach their full height, when their 
ebbe 

Has been at lowefl j the mofl hideous tempefls, 

Which feem’d to threat the ruine of the world, 

Being ufher’d in by thunder and hot lightning, 

Are foonefl pafl, there's nothing violent 

Can boafl of perpetuity ; our fortunes 

Are not fo defperate, as our feares prefent them ; 

WeVe hands and hearts left yet, that dare oppofe 

The inhumane Traytor, and our caufes juflice 
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Allures us, if we cannot live vidlorious, 

We fhall dye nobly. 

Hung, Man, my royall Father 
Is not himlelfe, when he beholds 
Events through the quicke perfpedlive of feare, 

Which Ihewes him dangers at remotell diHance, 

As clearell and his moH perfpicuous obiedls. 

Suppofe this traitor in his Giant-reach 
Fathome even heaven it felfe, yet there are bolts 
To Hrike him into earth for his ambition, 

And make his memory and name, all, fave his 
treafon, 

For ever to be forgotten. 

Emp, That which moll 
Does drive my tortur'd foule into affrights, 

Is, that I fee we’r falfe among our felves : 

The faithlefle Souldiers daily doe in troupes, 

Fly from our Enfignes to the Traytors Campe : 

What caufe have we then but t’ expedl fad mine ? 
When thofe who Ihould be our fecurity, 

Doe prove our greateft enemies ; our Guard, 

Our feare and terror, they all looke on him, 

\s fuperllitious Indians on the Sunne, 

With adoration j on me, with contempt, 

Or (but at beft) with pitty. 

Quefl, Mighty Cafar, 

To doubt an iU before it fall upon us, 

’MongH vahant and refolved foules, is counted 
A point of cowardile : Great Spirits ever 
Should be above their fates : good Sir retreat 
Into that fortrefle of your minde, 

Your refolution, call it up to guard 
Your foule from timorous thoughts : 

Are you the man have fway'd 

The Roman Empire foure and twenty yeeres, 

With that fuccefle againll yotir forraigne foes, 

Your very name more then your forces vanquilh’d, 

To let a Traytor fright you : good my Lord 
Let's draw forth new battalias to the Field, 
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Awake the Drum and Trumpet, fummon up 
The very lafl hopes of our weaken'd llrength, 

'Gainfl this infulting traytor ; very infants 
Will on the fudden grow up able men, 

And fight in this brave quarrel!. 

Hung. Heaven it felfe 

Will arme on our fide, and with certaine vengeance, 
Purfue the inhumane monfler : why % to dye, 

(As that’s the worfl can happen) in this caufe, 

Were a religious martyrdome : I am your fon Sir, 

And what your fortunes are, good or difaflrous, 

Mine has on them dependance ; by my hopes, I doe 
So little waigh the-glorious traytors pride, 

I thinke him worthy fcarce my meanefl thought, 

And refl affur’d, ere long, I fhall behold 
This fearefull meteor, that would be a Star, 

And does affright us with his hideous blaze, 

Like a vaine Comet drop his fading rayes. 

Emp. Your comforts 
Come as in drougths the elementall dew 
Does on the earth, it wets, but leaves no mo3dlurey 
To give the fear'd plants growth : But yeflernight 
We'd certaine information, that our forces 
Led by Matthias Gallas, were o'rethrowne 
By Saxon Waymar, and his fon young Fredricke : 
Who had they knowne as well how to purfue. 

As gaine a victory, and made a fudden 
Onflaught upon Vienna^ their’s ; not ours 
Had been the Wreathe Imperial!. Now your newes 
fir. 


Fit. Mefenger. 

Meffen. Letters from Colonell Lefle fir, from 
Egers, 

Emp. This is our lateil hope; he writes me 
word, 

That the Arch-traytor, and his prime confederates, 
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Lad night arriv’d at EgerSy and affures me 
Of their immediate mine : Well Cololfus, 

You’d bed dand firme, unfliaken as a rocke, 

Whofe feet the fierce waves driving to trip up, 

Doe ’gaind its hard hoofes dafh themfelves to 
pieces, 

Or thou wilt fall unpittied, fall to be 

The fcome of dory, the contempt and by-word 

To all poderity ; let’s in my Lords : 

This law the Heavens inviolably keepe, 

Their judice well may Humber, but ne’re fleepe* 

Exeunt 
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Scena ultima. 


Wallenfidn, Terizki, Kinfzki, Illawe^ Newman^ Lejle, 
Butler^ Gordon, 

Lefle, The honour you have done us mighty 
Duke, 

By this your gracious prefence, gives a period 
To our ambition ; Egers is growne proud, 

Dares with Vienna fland in competition, 

Which is the capitall City, which does hold 
The true and lawfull Ccefar, 

^ Gordon. Ferdinand^ 

Had he arriv’d here in his greateH glory, ^ 

Could not have been more welcome ; while I am 
Governour of this towne, it and ray life 
Are at your fervice. 

Wallenf, Noble Gentlemen, 

You do fo loade me with new courtefies, 

I know not hrft for which to give you thankes, 

And did a fallen humour not poffeffe 
My much diilemper’d faculties, my mirth 
Should fpeake my gratitude ; but on the fudden, 

I am fo overburdned with fad thoughts, 

I cannot fuite my minde (fo much opprell) 

To joUitie. 

Lefle. ’Tis our generall griefe, 

Ought fliould diflurbe your quiet here, when we 
Were all compos’d of triumph, for the joy 
We doe conceive for your arrivalL My noble Lord 
of 

Tortzkiy thefe are the welcomes 

Full bowles of fprightly Wine that Souldiers ufe 
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In entertainment ; to our Generals health, 

And to his good recovery from his melancholy. 

Tert, Who fhall refufe to pledge it with that 
zeale, 

He would drinke healthfull potions, may it be 
A deadly poyfon to him : Colonell Gordon, 

New. May he dye for droughth, like a Weflphalia 
Pig 

I^th’ dog dayes, or be choakt with eating tolled 
cheefe. 

Gordon. My Lord of Kintzki, 

This to our Generals health, and welcome hither. 

New. I’m like to faint for thirfl. 

Would ’twould arrive at me once, my mouth 
Even waters at it. 

Kintz. Noble Butler. 

Butler. Marfhall Illawe. 

Newm. I fhall be lafl, I fee, 

But if the floopes hold out, ’tis ten to one 
rie have my fhare. 

Illawe. Here Colonell Newman. 

New. And ’twere the Tun of Heidleherg^ I^d 
drink it 

Off with as much eafe, as a leaguer can 
In a grim futlers houfe of thatch : My Lord, 

Under your gracious pardon, take me off 
This lufty rowfe to your owne health, and after 
Begin as much to each of ours, and if 
It doe not make you as merry as a Corporall 
Upon pay day, fay I’m no Efculapius., 

But a meere Mountebanke in the effedls 
Of fprightly Wine. 

Wallenf. Kind Gentlemen, my thankes 
To all of you, and would my difpolition 
Afford me licence, I fhould not forget 
The fouldiers ceremonie, to begin 
Each of your happy wifhes hov^oever 
I will trench fo farre on my melancholy, 

To drink this cup. To all your healths. 
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Omnes, Your Grace hath fhewen us 
A too excefsive curtefie. 

WalL lie onely 
Repofe a little, and if I find 
My fad diftemper alter, He retume, 

And frolicke in your company. 

Newm. I fmell him : 

Hee has a plot upon us, hee’le fleale hence, 

And fhift a fcore or two of cups, and then 
Set frelh upon us, make us all as drunke, 

As rats in the Canaries, 

Lejle, Weed attend your Grace. 

Walknf, By no meanes, 

Let not my melancholy difcompofe 
Your thought of frolicke mirth : there’s Colonel 
Newman^ 

Will in my abfence take a cup or two 

For me ; meane time bee merry, ’tis my charge : 

Remember to obferve it 

Ex, Walknf, 

Lejle, Pine forry, 

Hee Ihould bee thus diilempePd here. My Lord 
Let not our Generals fadneffe rob us of 
Our late intended iollity : Colonell Newman 
You’d wont to bee all ayre : I hope, you are 
not 

Turn’d earth o’th’ fuddaine. 

Newm, No faith, thank heaven, I feel no inclina- 
tion 

That favours of mortality : gentlemen 
Shal’s have a catch. 

Omnes, .With all our hearts, good ColonelL 
New, A military Madrigall, I learn’d it 
Of a right Impe of Mars, a red-fac’d Serjeant, 

At Halierjiat, 

Lejle, Will you begin. 

Newm, Yes verily, but good Colonell 
Let not your voyce rebell, nor be exalted 
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Into a Calidonia tune, ’twill fpoile 
Our ditty. 


A Catch. 

Lefle. My thankes, my Lords pleafe you this 
cup 

Toth’ happy Nuptials ’twixt young Fredricke^ 

And the faire Fmilia. 

Gordon. Egers will be honour’d 
To have them celebrated here. 

Newjn. Doe me right good Colonell, 

You drinke it as ’twere fcarbeere. 

Lefle. Captaine Butler. 

Newm. No whifpering good Colonell Lejie^ 

No whifpering, 

You know what folio wes, but drinke off your cup 
Like a right Cavalier, this Neckar wine 
Has a llrange vertue in’t, it elevates 
Both flelh and fpirit \ a months means for a wench 
now. 

Lefle, My Lord, I am 
So farre from giving you a fit requitall 
For your late courtefies, that as fatisfadlion, 

I muft beg a new favour, one cup more, 

Let’s all together drinke a full caroufe, 

Unto our Generals health, and his revenge 
Upon the Emperour ; you fhall drinke no more, 

’T lhall be your lail cup, trull me. 

New. I Ihall drink no more, marke that, pray fill 
up mine 

Till it run o’re, I would be loath to have 
My lall cup faulty. 

Lefle, To his revenge. 


Ent, four Souldiers with Pidols as they are drinkings 
they Jhoot Tertzki^ Kintzki^ Illawe^ Newman^ 
they falL 
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Tert, Traytor, 

Inhofpitable flave. 


dyes. 


New. I’m fomething hot about the heart, 

A cup of your fmall wine to coole me, fure 

You grudg’d my liquor, and fo broach’d me be- 
hinde, 

To let out what I had put in before, pox of your 
pellets 

Say I : I care not for any other hurt they have 
done me. 

But that they have fpoil’d my drinking. 

Dyes. 


Lejle. So, this was wel perform’d, drag in their 
bodies ; 

Now Country-men our taske is halfe perform’d, 

We have lop’d of the maine armes that did grow 
Unto this lofty Cedar, there remaines 
Nought but the trunke to cut from earth, and that 
Shall by our owne hands fall, thefe flaves lhall not 
Have fo much honour done them, as to triumph 
In our great Generals flaughter : As great yulius 
Fell by his much lov’d Brutus^ who when juflice, 

And his deare mothers caufe, the Common-wealth, 
Commanded him to ftrike, with one home blow, 
Finifh’d brave Ccefars life ; fo he by us 

Shall furely perifh ; Friendfhip muft not fave, 

Him and his foule ambition from one grave. 

Exeunt. 


Wallenjiein folus. 

Wallenf. Sure I beheld them, or the ayre con- 
denf’d 

Into their lively figures ; in their fhrowds. 

Pale and as meager, as they had convers’d 
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Alberttis Wallenjlein, 

A yeere with the inhabitants of the earth, 

And drunke the dew of chamell houfes : Shewed 
Albertus and his lovely Bride ; they wav’d 
Their ghaftly hands to me, as if in that 
Dumbe language they’d invited me to come, 

And vifit them in their cold Umes. To dye, 

Why ’tis mans nature, not his punifhment ; 

With this condition we all enter life, 

To put it off agen ; ’tis but a garment, 

And cannot lafl for ever, both its faihion 
And Iluffe will foon weare out ; why then fhould 
death, 

(If I were now creeping into my Marble) 

To me be terrible, hnce ’tis maine folly, 

To feare that which we no way can avoid : 

Nor is’t much matter how we dye, by force, 

Or naturally checker’d with gnlly wounds, 

Or in our beds, hnce all’s but the fame death ftill : 

Oh ! but to dye furcharg’d with mortall linnes, 

Such as can kill our everlafling beings, 

Our foules, and fend them hence to bathe in floods 
Of living fire ; there, that’s the frightful! mifchiefe, 
The other’s but a trifle ; I, who never 
Could feare the other, at the thought of this. 

Am one with death already ; my vafl: crimes, 

My horrid murders kill that confcience in me, 

Which makes me know my guilt, that confcience, 
Which as my lhaddow foUowes me. 


Int Lejle^ Gordon^ Butler, 

Gordon, Come foftly, 

And if my flroake mifle, fecond me. 

Stabs Wallenjiein in the hacke, 

Wallenf, Ha 1 ^’twas no ghofl, that was a mortall 
touch, 
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It came fo home and heavily : bafe Traytor, 

Who e’re thou art, thou durftnotfee my face, 

My lookes would even have blafted thee : 

Ha 1 Lejle^ Gordon^ Butler. 

Lefle. Yes Traytor-Duke, ^twas we, who cut thy 
foul. 

From thy weake twifl of life, we who gloiy 
More in performing this brave adl of juilice, 

Then had we gain’d the Empire thy ambition 
Afpir’d to, thy bafe trecheries to Ccefar^ 

Are by us reveng’d. 

Gordon, The Counts, 

Thy bold confederate Rebels,* by our hands 
Sent to their mine. 

Wallenf , ' Thus coward Hare, 

Prey on a dying Lyon, for thee Lefle^ 

Bafely perfidious to me in thy faith, 

Receive my lafl breath in a curfe : you have 
But plaid the Hang-men to perforrae heavens juflice. 
Forgive me Heaven my pall offence : I dye, 

Not for my ambition, but my cruelty. 

Dyes, 

L^e, Let us convey -the body in, and poll 
With all fpeed to Vienna,, and give notice 
Toth’ Emperor of our proceedings ; thus every 
Traytor fhall, 

Stead of a Crowne, meet his owne Funeral!. 


FINIS. 
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To the true Example of He- 
roicke Vertue, and Favourer of 
Arts, Sir Frederick 
CORNWALLIS. 


SIR: 


are fo well acquainted with 
luftice of Nobility^ that your 
e Fame is your owne Hijiory : 
you are writ in that Sir. Nor need I ftudy 
to expreffe it in a larger Character, fince it 
is texted already in a Volume, time (which 
is Edax rerum) cannot exterminate, Thinke 
not, worthieft Sir, this can in me be flattery ; 
your worth admits none : nor dare I fell my 
felfe to fuch a flavery, as to beginne my 
fervice to You with that unmanly proftitu- 
tion : Y ou have alwayes afiborded me fuch 





The Epifile 'Dedicatory. 
tranfcendent favours, that I fhould defcend 
to ingratitude, fhould not I ftudy a retribu- 
tion; which though I cannot reach at, 
accept Sir, I befeech you, this Effay of gra- 
titude from 


Your mod obliged honourer, 


Hen : Gkpthorne. 




The Perfons. 


Trivulci, Duke of Genoa. 

Doria, Admirall of Genoa. 

Vitelli, hh Friend, 

Adomi his Lietdenard, 

Bonivet, a Kinfman to Trivulci. 
Lacflantio, a Genome Lord, 

Sabelli, Page to Doria. 

Frangipan, nephew to Corimba. 

Senators, Officers of State. 

Chrifea, "j 

> Neeces to Trivulci, 
Eurione, j 

Corimba, a Court Matron, 

Prieft, Executioner, Virgins, Attendants. 


The Scene Genoa. 





The Prologue. 

Is worth my Feares^ to fee within this place 
Wits moft accompliJM d Senate ; Us a grace 
Tranfcending our defert^ though not cur 
feare^ 

Leajl what our Author writes Jhould not appeare 
Fit for this ludgmg prej ence ; all the wayes 
He knowes that lead to the true throne of Play es 
Are rough uneafie pathes^fuch as to tread 
Would fright an altive able Mufe ; Jirike dead 
A weake and timerous travailer : for fome 
Will giue the play a pitious Martyrdoms 
Ere it hath life ; yet have f excite that flame^ 

Only dijiruji in the new Authors name. 

Others for Jhortneffe force the Author run^ 

And end his Play bfore his Plot be done. 

Some in an humorous fquemijhnejfe will fay. 

They only come to heare^ not fee the Play^ 

Others to fee it only^ there have beene^ 

And are good fiore,^ that come bid to be feene : 

Not fee nor heare the Play ; How Jhall we then 
Pleafe the fo various appetites of men. 

It Jlarts our Authors confidence^ who by Tne 
Pels you thus much f excufe the Comedy, 

You lhall not here be feajied with the fight 
Of antiche Jhowes ; but AIHons^fuch as might 
And have beene really and in fuch a phrafe^ 

As men Jhould fpeake in : Ladies if you praife^ 

At leaji allow his language and his plot^ 

Your owne juji Priviledge, his Mufe hath got 
So full a wreath y that fpight of Envies frowns 
Shall in his Brow fit a lajiing Crowne, 
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O 


A61. I, Scena. 


Enter Bonivet, LaBantio^ and Vitellu 


Bonivet, 

H S the newes certayne he is arriv'd 1 

Had fare intelligence, that the whole 

Anchor'd lafl night without the Bay : and now 
For confirmation of it, the thick breath 
Of his fainting Cannon hangs in Clouds 
Over the Cittadell, and the glad no)rfe 
Of the applauding people, gratulate 
His entrance to the Riven 
Bon. The day rofe 
So cheerefuUy, as if it meant to gild 
With unaccullom’d light, his fayles fwolne big 
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As pregnant mother with the plealing ayre 
Of vi^ory. 

Lac. The rumour of the Fleet 
Has fild all Italy with wonder, how 
So fmall a number fhould in open fight 
Defeat the Turkilh Navy ; and conclude 
The Generals skill and valour, the mayne caufe 
Of the atchievement. 

Vit Hee has return’d as large 
AlTurance of his worth, as when his force 
Back’d with fucceffive fortune which attends 
His mighty refolution, over-threw 
The power of Venice in a fight ; which changed 
The Sea into a flame, and tooke me in ’t 
His fortunate Captive. 

Bon. Sir, tis noble in you 

To acknowledge that as good, which might have 
bin 

Your eminent mine ; flately buildings fo 
B.ife out of ancient flrudlures which the rage 
Of eating time, or anger of the windes 
Had totter’d from the ground works: you may 
prove 

As fairely happy in the Generals love, 

As in the honour which your name or Country 
Confer’d on your defert. 

Vit. You fpeake the fcope 
Of my intention, a perfedl friend 
Includes both honour, Country, Family, 

And all that’s deare and holy : fuch a friend 
As is my Boria, to whofe fpacious merit 
Succeflion fliall pay volumes, who was man 
Ere in the fmooth field of his face, rough age 
Difplayd his hairy Enfigne ; who has puld 
Bright honours wreath from her triumphant front 
In battailes when the trembling Sea being calme 
Did croud and thmfl its waves into a florme 
To part the dreadfull fury. 

Zac. The report 
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Of his Land fervices do ftand on terines 
Of Competition with the multitude 
Of his Sea Yidlories. 

Vit Yet muft fubfcribe 
To his Navall triumphs ; though the Land 
Has feene him Conquerour, when the bodies 
flayne 

Buried the ground they d/d on, which did lhake 
To view it felfe entomb’d by them, for whom 
It was ordain’d a Sepulchre, the Drums 
Were to his eares delightfull as the Lute : 

Pikes moving then in Forrefl, feem’d as groves 
Of lofty Cedars llird by fportive winds, 

And when warres Quireflers, the whirling Fife, 

And furly Trumpet fung an army dirge, 

That fatall muficke wraps his fprightfuU fence, 

Like joviall Hymnes at Nuptialls. 

Bon, You cannot exceed 
His praifes duty, hnce his worth containes 
Honours moll feverall attributes. 


Ent, Fran^ifan, 

Lac, Signior Frangipan, 

What riding poft on foot, whither in fuch haile ? 

Fran. Very well met gentlemen, I fcarce have 
breath 

To utter a wife word yet. 

Zac, We do believe you Signior, and are in 
doubt 

When you’ll have leafure for ’t 
Fran. Heare you the newes, 

The General’s arriv’d : farewell, he will not land 
Till I have had the maiden-head of his hand. 

ExtL 


Bon. Tis fuch another Parrat, he relates 
Things by tradition, as dogs barke : his newes 
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Still marches in the reare, yet he relates it 
As confidently, as if each tale he tells, 
Was to be flraight inferted as an eight 


Ent Doria^ Adorni, 6^ SabellL 

To the feven former wonders But here comes 

one 

Will cut off the Fooles Charadler : renowned 
Generali 

Doe us the gratious honour to permit us 
Salute the hand has fav’d our Country. 

Do. Nobleft friends, 

I am more vidlorious in your earely loves, 

Than in the Turkifh Conquefl ; though I remaine 
A Captive to your kindneffe, my Vitelli^ 

The folid earth, or a continued Rocke, 

May by fome ftrange eruptions of the wind, 

Be rent, and fo divided : but true friends 
Are adjundls moil infeparable : I have 
Still worne thee here Vitelli^ as a Jewell 
Fit for no other Cabinet : gentlemen 
Your welcome hands me thinks we fhould em- 
brace, 

So as fhips grapple in hot fight, nor part, 

Till our affedlionate fury has difcharg’d 
Vollies of joyfull courtefie. 

Ador. This is fitter ceremony for them th^ to em- 
brace an enemy, who will not part on termes fo eafie ; 
thefe gentlemen know better to cut a Caper, than a 
Cable, or board a Pinck in the Burdells, than a Pin- 
ace at fea : I marvaile my Lord fhould know fuch 
Milk-fops. 

Vit My Lord, 

You come f inflrudl us Courtfhip, as y’ ave taught 
Your foes to feare your valour : you appeare 
As if this were your Nuptiall day, on which 
You were to wed bright triumph ^ but you can 
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As well Court peace in filkes, as raging warre 
In bumilh’d fteele, and touch the ravfihing firings 
With as much cunning induilry, as if 
Mars could like Orpheus llrike the trembling 
Harp. 

Signior Adorni welcome home, I hope 
Y’ ave made a richer prize, then when my Ihip 
Struck to your mercy. 

Ador. Yes, we are very like 
To make good prize indeed, when all the profit 
Goes to the State and heavy-headed Burgers, 

That lye and fnort at home, and eate what we 
Sweat bloody drops for. 

Do. Honeil Adorni^ 

His bluntneffe mull excufe him gentlemen ; 

How harfh and rough foe’re he feemes, his humour 
Will quickly vary, when I have bin tyr^d 
With toyle of warre ; the obfervations which 
His travailes have afforded him of men, 

Countries, and manners, lively fet forth 

By his expreflive adlion, has begot 

Mirth in my drowfie foule : when y’ are acquainted 

With his conceit of carriage ; you’ll not affedl 

A jovialler Companion, — See the Duke, 


Mourijh. Enter Trivulci^ Chrifea^ Eurione^ 
Corimba. 

Tri, My noble warrior. 

Peace now lookes lovely on us, lince we enjoy 
The author of ’t in fafety : rife my Doria^^ 

Let me embrace thofe youthful! limbes which 
cloath 

‘Warre in loves livery : thy honour’d father, 

When he return’d laden -with Turkifli fpoyles, 

As trophies of his valour from the llaughter 

Of ITafy Bajfa at Lepanto^ where 

The Chriftian name was hazzarded, arriv’d not 
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More welcome to the State ; beleeve me youth, 

Hadll thou a mother living, to be proud 
Of thy Nativity, unleffe the wept 
For joy to fee thee, could no way expreffe 
A more affedlionate gladneffe : Chrifea^ 

Eurione welcome him home, who cannot 
Receive an equall grace to the juft value 
Of his defervings. 

Chru Your grace prepares us for that, 

We did intend to often 

Corin, Yes truely did wee fir, this Generali is ill- 
bred, I warrant him, to flight a gentlewoman of my 
demeanor. 

Dor. My gracious Lord, 

To tender thanks, where tis a debt, not duty, 

Befits an equall ; fubjedls ought to offer. 

With the fincere devotion that our Priefts 
Doe prayers to Heaven, their hearts as facrifices 
To their deferving Princes, whofe foie favours 
Doe as the quickning luftre of the Sunne 
Cherifli inferiour fpirits : yours have bin 
Showr’d downe on me as elementall dew 
On the parcht earth, which drinks it up, and cannot 
Give heaven a retribution, yet my duty 
Shall fpeak my willing thankfulneffe, and while 
Thefe armes can weild victorious fteele, no danger 
Shal fright me from that fervice which I owe 
My Prince and Country : lince men are not borne 
For themfelves onely ; but their life’s a debt 
To th’ Common-wealth that bred ’hem. 

TrL Gentle warriour. 

Thy fathers fpirit fwells thy foule, I reade it 
In thy fubmiftive loyalty ; lets in, 

Tis juft that thofe who caus’d the warres to ceafe, 
Should have the early fruits of their owne peace. 

Flour. Ex. prater Corim. and Eurione. 

Euri. Corimia^ 

Have yoii imploy’d a ferious diligence yet 
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In giving Lord VUelli fecret notice 
Of my ^edlion to him % 

Corhn. Tniely Madam, 

And as I hope to have a husband yet 
Ere I be fifty, I have beene fo ta'ne up 
About my new device, I fcarce have leifure 
To fay my pra3^ers fincerely : Ladybird 
You looke not fprightly, ravifhing, onely this flar 
Was not well cut, nor well laid on, it wanted 
A little of my learned art : Vitdli 
Doubt him not Madam, he lhall love you fo : 

Tis pretty neat now ; I would not have a Lady 
That weares a glafie about her, have the leail 
Pimple in her countenance difcompos'd, it does 
Difgallant a whole beauty. 

Eur. But Corimba 

What’s this to me, thou maifl as well tell tales 
Of love to one departing life, thefe toyes 
Relifii with me as bitter pills -with children, 

Wilt thou effedl my bufineffe ? 

Cor. I confeffe 

I have beene very fortunate in bringing 
Couples together, though I neare could couple 
My felfe with any, your Ladyfhip could not 
Have chofe a better agent 


Enter Fran^ipan. 

Fran. Save you fweet Lady, fave you, Aunt I 
have 

Loll all my mornings exercife at Tennis 
In feeking you, and yet was ftill in hazzard, 

Whether I Ihould meet you ; I muft requefi, a little 
Helpe from your Art good Aunt, a patch, or two, 

'To make me appeare more lovely, for my glafie 
Tells me I have a very fcurvy face 
Without fome ornament. 


H 
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Cori, Tis a good innocent face, be not afham’d 
on’t I 

He cut out one inflantly ; nay I never 
Goe unprovided of materialls let me fee, 

What forme is bed for thee j that fomthing time- 
rous 

A heart duck neatly on thy face, will excite 
Thy heart to more audacity, good Madam 
Dod not become him prettily ? Cofen be fure 
You doe commend this fafliion to all gentlemen, 

Wert but as common among them as Ladyes, 

My wit would be eternally made famous 
For the invention. 

Fran. Wilt pleafe you to difpatch Ant, i’me in 
had, 

I’ve a whole daple of newes to vent 
Corin. Of what troe ? 

I would have my kindred more ridiculous 
To th’ world than I am ; Cofen all your newes 
Is dale ; invent me rather fome choice dory, 

Hpw true or falfe no matter, and declare it 
For newes, twill pleafe farre better, and endeare 
Your judgement idh’ relation 


Enter Dona, Chrifea^ Sabelli. 

Fran. Noble Generali y’are happily encountred ; 
Have you feen my Aunt yet Signior, here die is, I 
have 

Newes to informe you worth your knowledge. 

Dor. Keep them 

Good Signior till fome other time : Eurione 
We mud implore your abfence, we’d be private. 

Cor. Why we have beene truded 
With as good fecrets : pleafe your Lorddiip 
Accept this Crefcent, you fee my Cofen 
Is in the fadiion ; let me lay it on, 

Infooth your face is, for a fouldiers. 
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Too fmooth, and polite j this device will fhew 
As’t had a skar upon it^ which is an honour 
To faces Military. 

Dor. Good Madam gravity, 

Keep your devices for your Chamber Lords, 

That dance to Ladies fhadowes ; pray be gone, 

We need not your fociety Sahelli 

Exeunt 

Put to the doore, and then be gone Chrifea 

Exit 

The modefl Turtles which 
In view of other more lafcivious Birds 
Exchange their innocent loves in timerous fighes, 

Do when alone naofl prittily convert 
Their chirps to billing ; and with featherM amies 
Encompaffe mutually their gawdy neckes. 

ChrL^ You would inferre that we 
Should in their immitation fpend this time 
Intended for a conference which concemes us 
Neerer then Complement. 

Dor. Why my Chrifea^ 

We may entwine as freely, fmce our loves 
Are not at age yet to conceive a fmne. 

Thine being new borne, and mine too young to 
fpeake 

lawleffe paffion, for my fervices 
Pay me with priceleffe treafure of a kiffe, 

While from the balmy fountaynes of thy lips 
DifLils a moiflure precious as the Dew, 

The amorous bounty of the morne 
Cafts on the Kofes cheeke : what waiy diflance 
Do you obferve ? fpeake, and enrich my eares 
With accents more harmonious then the Larks 
When fhe fings Hymns to Harveft. 

Chri. Sure my Lord 

Y’ave ftudied Complement j I thought the warre 
Had taught men refolution, and not language. 


H 2 
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Dor. Oh you infl:ni6l me juflly, I fhould rather 
Have tane the modeft Priviledge of your lip. 

And then endeavor’d to repay the grace 
With my extreameft eloquence. 

C/iri\ You miflake me. 

Dor. Remit my ignorance, and let me read 
The myflery of thy language in thy lookes, 

In which are lively Characters of love 
Writ in the polifh’d tablets of thy cheekes : 

Which feeme to vary colours, like the Clouds 
When they prefage a llorme ; and thofe bright eyes 
Dart unaccufLom’d beames, which fliine as anger 
Flafh’d from their fiery motion. 

Chri^ You mifconfter 
The intention of my lookes, I am not angry 
Though much diflemper’d. 

Dor. At what, by whom ? 

Lives there a creature fo extreamly bad 
Dares dif-compofe your patience % fpeake, reveale 
The monfter to me ; were he fenc’d with flames, 

Or lock’d in Bulwarkes of congeiled yce : 

And all the fiends flood Centinels to guard 
The paffage, I would force it to his heart, 

Through which the mounting violence of my rage 
Should peirce like lightning. 

Chri. I beleeve 

That in fome triviall quarrell to redeeme 
My fame, fhould fcandall touch it, you would fight 
Perhaps to fhew your valour : But I have 
A taske to enjoyne me, which my feares poffeffe me, 
You dare not venture to accept 
Dor. By truth 

You wrong my faith and courage to fufpedl me 
Of fo extreame a Cowardize : have I flood the heat 
Of Battailes till upon the mountainous piles 
Of llaughter’d Carcaffes, the foules which left em 
Seem’d to afcend to Heaven : that your fufpition 
Should taint my honour with this bafe revolt ? 

This is not noble in you. 
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ChrL Doe not rage. 

When you lhall heare it, you will then confeffe 
Your confident errour. 

Dor. My loyalty will not 
Permit that llrong rebellion in my breafl, 

To doubt the meanefl falfehood in a word 
Her voyce can utter, which fhould charme the 
world 

To a beliefe, fome Cherubim has left 
Its roome in heaven, to carroll to the earth 
Celelliall Anthems, and I now beginne 
To queflion my owne frailty j but by all 
YTiich we call good or holy, be’t your will 
I fhould invade inevitable death, 

In its mod ugly horrour, my obedience 
Shall like a careleffe Pilot cad this bark 
On that pale rocke of mine. 

Chri, Will you fweare this I 
Dor. Yes, invent 

A forme of oath fo binding, that no Law 
Or power can difpenfe with ; and ile feaPt 
With my bed blood : pray Madam tell me what 
The impofition is you judge fo eafily, 

Will dagger my jud truth, that I may flye 
On Loves light wings to a6l it. 

Chr. Heare it then, and doe not. 

As you refpecSl your oath, or love, requed 
The caufe of what I lhall command. 

Dor, Still Sufpitions : 

My honour be my witneffe, which no adlion 
Shall violate, I will not. 

ChrL Enough, that vow 
Cannot but be materiall, receive it, 

I mud no longer love you. 

Dor. That’s no command : what did you fay 
Chrifea % 

Chr. I mud no longer love you, and command 
you, 

Leave your affedlion to me. 
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Dor, Y'are very pleafant Lady. 

Chri. You’ll finde me very ferious : nay more, 

I love another, and I doe enjoyne you, 

Since tis a man you may o’re-rule, to affifl me 
In my obtaining him, without whole love 
I ’me refolute to perifli. 

Dor, Sure I dreame, 

Or fome llrange fuddaine death has chang’d his 
frame 

To immortality ; for were I flefh 
And ihould heare this, certaine my violent rage 
Would pull me to fome defperate adl beyond 
The reach of fury ; thefe are words would infedl 
Rofe-colour’d patience ; Cleere and lovely front 
With loathfome leprofie, change flames to teares 
And with unufuall harfhneffe of the found 
Deafen the genius of the world. 

Chri, Where’s now 

The flrength of foule you boafled, does the noyfe 
Of the death fpeaking Cannon, not affright 
Your fetled refolution, and the voyce 
Of a weak woman fhake your youthfull blood 
Into an ague : fince you fo ill beare this 
When you lhall heare the man, whofe love has 
ftolne , , . 

Your inter efl, you will rage more than unlimited 
fire. 

In populous Cities. 

Dor, Sure tis fhe who fpeakes : 

I doe enjoy yet found untainted fence, 

Each faculty does with a peacefull harmony retaine 
Its proper Organ ; yet flie did rehearfe 
She mufl no longer love me : oh that word 
Transformes the foule of quiet into rage, 

Above diftradled madnes : madam tell me. 

What place is this ? for you have led me 
Into a fubtle Labyrinth, where I never 
Shall have fruition of my former freedome. 

But like an humble anchorite, that digs 
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With his owne nayles his grave, mufL live confin’d 
To the fad maze for ever. 

ChrL Sir you cannot 
By mofl fubmiffive and continued prayers 
Reclaime my affedlion, which Hands fixt as Fate 
Vpon your friend Yitelli. 

Dor, My friend VitelU% 

Chri. Sir, I [do] not ufe 
To jefl my life away : Vitelli is 
The perfon, to obtaine whofe pretious love 
I doe conjure you by all tyes of honour 
To imploy your utmofr diligence. 

Dor. Can I bee 

So tame o’th’ fuddaine % has the feeble fpirit 
Of fome degenerate Coward frighted hence 
My refolution, which has given a Law 
To fate it felfe, that I muft now become 
The Hale to ray owne mine : oh Chrifea,^ 

Who wert lo good that vertue would have figh’d 
At the unwelcome fpedlacle : had you 
Appeard but woman in a paffion, 

Though of the flightefl confequence : oh doe not 
Abjure that Saint-like tempeir, it will be 
A change hereafter, burdenous to your foule : 

A fume to one, who all his life-time bleft 
With peace of confcience, at his dying minute 
Falls into mortall enmity with heaven, 

And perifhes eternally. 

Chr. My will 

Guides my determination, and you muft 
In honour a6l your promife. 

Dor^ Yes, I will, 

Since you can urge it tho, but two 
Things pretious to me, and one cruel! word 
Robs me of both \ my friend and her, Chrifea 
I have not left another figh to move, 

Nor teare to beg your pitty. 

ChrL They are but vaine, 

You may as eahly thinke to kille the flarres,! 
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^Caufe they fhine on you, as recall my vowes, 

Which""! will urge no further ; but wifh you 
Regard your honour : But farewell, I muft 
Be cruell e’re to my owne love unjufl. 

Ex, 

Dor, She’s gone ; what vapour, which the flatter- 
ing Sunne 

AttracSls to heaven, as to create a flarre, 

And throw it a fading meteor to the earth, 

Has falne like me : I am not yet growne ripe 
For perfedl forrow, but as a bubling brooke, 

That fports and curies within its flow^ Bankes, 

Till the vail fea devoure it, onely falling 
Into the abyfle of mifchiefe ; pafiions furround 
My intelledluall powers, only my heart, 

Like to a rocky Ifland does advance 
Above the fomy violence of the flood, 

Its unmov’d head : love be my carefull guide, 

Who failes ’gainft danger both of wind and tide. 
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Adus Secundus. 


Enter Bonivet^ La^afitio^ and Adornu 

Bon, I "'Hanks good Adomi^ we are much en- 
1 deefd 

To your relation ; this rich coriick wine 
Eredled our dull Ipirits, and you lhall 
Command our fervice in as high and jocund 
A Nature. 

Ador, Sir, although I am 
One that afFedls not the nice phrafe of Court, 

Having bin nurs'd in warre, yet I can frame 
My felfe to imitation of what humour 
Shall there, or any where appeare to be 
Worthy my laughter. 

Bon, ' You have explain'd your knowledge, we who 
breath 

Onely the aire of Genoa, and ne’re tailed 
Forraigne behaviour, covet nothing more 
Than certaine knowledge of it, as 'tis proper to 
Complexions intelledluall to delight 
In novelties ; yom Spaniard as you fay, 

Is of a ilaid, ferious, and haughty garbe : 

A6ls all his words with ihrugs and geilures, kiifes 
His hand away in kindnefre ; is of dyet 
Sparing, will pick his teeth as formally 
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After an Orenge, or a clove of Garlicke, 

Which is his ordinary morfell, as he’d fed 
On Partridges or Pheafant. 

Ador. ’Tis his grace 
After his dinner Sir, and to confirme 
Their moft officious gravity, a Cajlilian 
Was for fome crime in Paris to be whipt 
In triumph through the ftreetes, and being admo- 
nifhed 

To be more fwift of foote, fo [to] avoyd 
The dreadfull lafh the fooner, in fcorne anfwer’d, 

He rather would be flead alive, than breake 
A Title of his gravity. 

La, Much good 

Doe it his patient fhoulders : but Adoriii^ 

What thinke you of the French ? 

Ador, Very ayry people, who participate 
More fire than earth ; yet generally good. 

And nobly difpofition’d, fomething inclining 


Ent Corim, 

To over-weening fancy This Lady 

Tells my remembrance of a Comick fcene, 

I once faw in their Theatre. 

Bon, Adde it to 

Your former courtefies, and expreffe it. 

^ Ador, Your entreaty 

Is a command, if this grave Lady pleafe, 

To adl the Lady I muft court. 

Cor, Why doe you thinke I cannot play the 
woman ? I have plaid a womans part about twenty, 
twenty yeares agoe in a Court Mafque, and tho I 
fay’t as well as fome o* them, & have bin courted too, 
But it is truth, I have a foolifh quality as many more 
women are guilty of befides my felfe, I alwayes love 
them beft, which flight me moft, and fcorne thofe 
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that doe court mee : look you Signior, if t be a lovers 
part you are to a6l : 

Take a black fpot or two, I can fumifh you. 

'Twill make your face more amorous, and appeare 
More gracious in your Miflris eyes. 

Ador. Stand faire Lady. 

Cor. Tis your part to fland faire fir ; doubt not 
my carriage — 

0 mofL rare man ; fmcerely, I fhall love the 
French 

The better while I live for this. 

Ador. Adis furionfly. 

Nay pray hr ; gentlemen entreat the man 
To pacific his wrath, tell him He love him, 

Rather than fee him rage thus. 

‘ Bon. He would have jufl reafon to be mad indeed 
then, but now 
The Mood is alter’d. 

Ador. adls ut atiiect. 

Cor. Excellently ravilhing : this is of force 
To make the hardeft hearted Lady love him : 

Can I intreat him but to teach my Cofen 
Some of his French, he will for ever be engal- 
lanted. 


Enter Eurione^ and Frangi^an. 

Bon. Beautious Cofen, 

Y’ave mill the quaintell fport ; honed Adorm 
You would endeare this Lady to you, would you 
Pleafe to readl it. 

Ador. Nay, if you make me common once, fare- 
well; 

I am not for your company. 
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Cor, Pray fir a word or two ; here is a gentle- 
man, 

Nay Nephew, though I fay"t a toward young man, 
Vouchfafe him your acquaintance. 

Ador. Will he fight, is he fouldier ? 

Cor, No truely fir, nor fhall hee bee : 

I would be loath to have my onely Cofen 
Heated about the heart with lead j he’s dull 
Enough already : Frangipan come hither, 

This gentleman will for my fake teach thee French, 

A dor. For your fake reverent Madam I fhall 
do’t : 

Sir ’ pleafe you walke, we will conferre on rudi- 
ments. 

Cor, Come with him Coz : Sir, and you have 
occafion 

To ufe me in a pleafure, Hands within 

The ability of my performance, pray command, 

You fhall not be deny’d. 

Ador, Come Signiors, will you walke % Ex, 
Eur, Cofen Bonivet^ 

I fhould be glad, after fome minutes, to 
Enjoy your Company. 

Bon. I fhall attend your Ladyfhip. 

Eur, Corimba what anfwer from Vitelli% do I 
live ? 

Or in the killing rigour of his fcome 
Muft I dye wretched. 

Cor, Sincerely Madam, 

You are too timorous of your owne deferts, 

Or elfe you durfl not doubt, that he, or any 
You being fo neat your felfe, and drefl as neatly 
As any Lady in the Court, fliould hazzard 
The reputation of his wit, by flighting 
Such an accomplifh’d beauty. 

Eur^ You talke^ 

And play the cunning flatterer, to excufe 
Your negligence ; but know affedlions fire 
Once kindled by defire, and blowne by thought 
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Into a heat, expires a thoufand lighes, 

Which as loves fmoak, like incenfe flyes to heaven, 
While the light fire with nimble wings doe foare 
To its owne fpheare, true lovers hearts who 
cherifii 

The fiame, till they to alhes bume, and perilh. 

Cor. WTiy Ladybird, 

Are you fo paffionate, the gentleman 
Is a kind gentleman, has all that may 
Set forth a man ; for when I told him how 
Like a hurt Deare you wounded were with love. 

Life how he leapt for joy, as if the.felfe 
Same arrow which flruck you, had glanc’d oH 
him, 

And as a token of his love, hee fent you 
A bleeding heart in a Comelion, which 
Beihrew me, moft unfortunately I lofL 


Enter Chrifea. 

ChrL Cornuha fee 
If Generali Doria be within — Eurione 

Ex. C01', 

I have beene feeking thee, how doll thou filler ? 
I muft demand a queflion that concemes 
The fafety of your fame. 

Eur, I rell 

Secure in mine owne innocence, and no malice 
Can forge an accufation which can blemilh 
My meaneft thought with fcandall. 

Chri. I beleeve, 

But know Eurione I am enform’d 
You doe affedl Vitelli, and conjure you 
By the deare memory of om: mother, tell me 
If the report be certaine. 

Eur. Should I deny’t, 

^My love would muller thoufand blulhes up 
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To invade my guilty Cheeks, T mud confeffe 
I love him fo, as modedy and truth 
Afford me warrant. 

Chri, Tis ill done, 

And childiflily fo eafily to impart 
The treafure of your liberty, to keeping 
Of a negledled dranger. 

Eitr, His owne worth 
Deferves as noble knowledge here, as many 
Who bon*ow titular glory from the dud 
Of their forgotten Ancedours. 

Chri. You defend him 
Like a brave Championeffe, as if you meant 
T’ ingage your deared pawne of life and honour 
In his protedlion. 

Eur. Say I did, the even’d, 

Though mod dried judice would allow as law- 
full 

My honourable purpofe. 

ChrL Fie, you are 
Lead on too wildly by your fancy fider, 

It ill befits the greatneffe of your blood 
To feeke to mixe its pure dreame with a poore 
Regardleffe River. 

Eur. He appeares to me 
Broad in his owne dimenfions as the fea, 

Cleare as a brooke, whofe Chridall lips falute 
Onely the frefhed medowes : fuch a Creature 
That were fome cunning painter to expreffe 
An Angell cloath’d in humane fhape, he might 
From his derive a patterne. 

ChrL But fuppofe my fancy 
Should over-fway my judgement, to affedl 
Vitelli \ fure your manners would allow me, 

By willing refignation of your choyce, 

The pnviledge of my birth-right. 

Eur. Would you urge 
A claime fo judly mine, becaufe you view’d 
The light two yeares before me : no ChrifeUn 
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Love’s an unlimited palTion, that admits 
No Ceremonious dilFerence : this prerogative 
Should Queenes endevour, their unvalued Dow- 
nes 

Are not of worth to purchafe : and tho here 
As it befits me, I obferve the diflance 
Due to your birth ; yet in loves facred Court, 

My place is high as yours, and there we may 
Walke hand in hand together. 

Chru Doe not flatter 
Your fancy with this vaine conceite : Vitelli 
Mufl be no more yours ; Know I have en- 
joy n’d 

The Generali Doria to engage his friend, 

To imbrace my proffer’d love to him. 

Eur. You flrive, 

Becaufe you thinke my young and timerous flame 
Unapt fmcounter brave Vitellis heat ; 

As cunning Nurfes doe with fro ward Babes, 

Fright them into an appetite : but fay 
All this were reall, thinke you Doria would 
So eafily be perfwaded to renownce 
His proper interefl, and inthrall his friend 
To an unwilling flavery % 

Chri, By truth 

He has impawn’d his honour to endeavor 
What I have utter’d, gentle Girle confider 
Loves unrefifted violence, and beleeve 
I would not have a rivall to ufurpe 
A corner in the Kingdome of that heart 
Of which i’m foveraigne, fo farewell deere foule, 
Confider ont. 

Exit 

Eur, Confider ont, whj this is fuch an acSl, 

Done by a cruell fifLer, as fhall taint 
That holy name with fuch a blacke reproach 
That fhould a thoufand pious Vii'gins weepe, 

Rivers of teares, their mo’ft immaculate drops 
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Would not wafh white her fcandall hapleffe girle, 
That in loves tempefls wert but lately toft ; 

And now recoverd in a calme art loft. 


Enter La6lantia. 

Ladl, Madam the Duke intreats your inftant 
company. 

Eur. I lhall attend his pleafure, good Lac- 
tantio. 

If you can meet my Cofen Boiiivet^ 

Delire him viiite me. Exit. 


Enter Doria. 

Dor. Noble Lailantio^ 

Y’are happily encounterd, I expected 
My friend Vitelli here, this is his houre, 

I wonder he is tardie. 

La6l. Your Lordlhip 
Prevents the time with fpeed, or elfe Vitelli 
Has fome impediment by bufmelTe, lir, 

Enter Vitellu 

Y’are opportunely welcome to deliver 
Your owne excufe, I was about to ftretch 
My invention for you. 

ViL Noble friend, 

Your enemy had you ingagd your faith 
To any perfonall meeting could expedl you, 
But at the minute, reafon may difpenfe 
Twixt us with luch a nicety. 

La6i. Now your friends 
Arriv’d, I mull beg licence to depart, 

I have fome vrgent bufinefle. 
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Dor. Good Ladianfio your time’s your owne, 

La6l. I kifle your Lordfhips hand. 

Exit. 

Vit. Friend now wee’re alone, I fafely may 
Speake my conjedlure, I have read your lookes, 
And in their penfive Characters finde fecret, 
Strange hgnes of fadneffe. 

Dor. I am fad indeed, 

When my remembrance tells me I have only 
Verball affurance of your friendlhip. 

Vii. Try me 

By any attempt, whofe danger does furpaffe 
The common path of daring, beet to fnatch, 

A firy boult when it from heaven comes wrap’d 
In Iheetes of lightning to alford true proofe 
Of my affeClion, and with eager hafle, 

Such as infpires a husband to enjoy 
His fpoufes virgine purity, ile runne 
To the atchievement. 

Dor. Thefe are but protefts 
Such as be got by ceremony, proceed 
Not from intenlive zeale, yet ile experience 
The truth of your affeClion by a triall 
Of fuch a noble and effective weight. 

Which if you bravely doe fupport, you’l fland 
As fome tall Pyramid or Columne for 
Your owne memoriall to tell after-times 
The power and ftrength of friendfhip. 

Vit Pray nam’t, 

And ’twere a burden would oreprelfe the earth, 
lie be the able Atlas to fuftaine 
Heaven on my willing fhoulders. 

Dor. There is a Lady 
In whofe each eye fits fire, & on her cheek 
Victorious beauty captive to her fmiles 
Dances in lovely triumph, one who emblemes 
The glory of mortality in each looke, 

Contracts the orbe of luflure to a glance, 
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Brandifhes beanies, whofe purity difpence, 

Light more immaculate then the gorgeous eafl,, 
Weares when the proflrate Indian does adore 
Its rifing brightnefle, yet this wonder doates 
On you with fuch inevitable fervor 
That I in pitty of her fufiferings come 
T’intreate you love her. 

ViL Whom my Lord ? 

Dor. You cannot 

Appeare fo Hrangely flupid not to acknowledge 
Creations miracle, when I point out 
Her very figure you as well may feeme, 

When the bleake North does with congealing blafls 
Binde up the crifling ftreames in chaines of Ife, 

Not to know Winter, ignorant of her 
Who had the liv’d when fuperflitious mills 
Shaded the world, more groves of gammes had 
fam’d, 

To her Divinefl beauty, then to all 
The race of idle deities ; tis Chrifea., 

The faire Chrifea loves you. 

Vit The faire Chrifea^ your Lordfliip’s merry. 
Dor, Doe you flight 
What I deliver’d with that unfain’d zeale, 

That penitents doe their prayers, I fay, Chrifea 
A name whofe every accent fweetlier founds, 

Then quires of Syrens fence bereaving notes, 

Chrifea loves you infinitely above 
Expreffive termes ; the Orators Ihould flrive 
To paint her mafculine fancy, and i’me bound 
To pay this homage to her bell content, 

As to conjure you, by all facred ties 
Of honour, amity, and what elfe may ferve 
To inforce the indeerement with your noblell love 
To gratifie her fancy. 

Vit No perfwafion 

Can make me thinke this ferious, good my Lord, 

Doe not you love Chrifea ? 

Dor, More then a babe 
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Does the kind Nurfe that feede.s it with her 
blood, 

More then I doe my quiet, or the joyes 
Of ought but bleft eternity ; Vifelli^ 

No other argument can more convince, 

Sufpition fhould it doubt my love : but this 
That to procure her peace, I have con fin de 
The greatneffe of my paffion, and give up 
To thy difpofe, a lewell which the earth 
And fea fhould both unlade their hidden wealth. 
Should not have purchas’d from me. 

Vit Thefe are arts to pufle my conceits, my 
Lord 

I’me no fuch punie in the Craft of love. 

That I want braine to finde this drift, which is 
As obvious to me as your eyes : now you 
Are home return’d vidlorious, big with praife, 

Laden with titles that lit heavier on you 
Then your deele Corllet in hot light contemne, 
Affinity with me, to whom y’ave heard 
The faire Eurione has relign’d her heart. 

And by this circumvention fhould I court 
At your entreates her fifter might pretend 
A righteous caufe, for an unjufl revolt, 

For were it otherwife, your temper could not ■ 

Brooke your Chrifeas change without a Hart 
Into a fudden fury. 

Dor, This language 
I underdand not, by my honour friend, 

This iteration may difperfe your doubt, 

I doe agen conjure you by all right 
Friendlhip can challenge in you to affedl 
Chrifea nobly ; lhali I have your anfwer ? 

Vit, Nay then my Lord, 

Since you are ferious, freely I refume 
The priviledge of my liberty \ this body 
I doe confeffe your captive, and t’has fufferd 
An honourable thraldome, but my minde 
Bemaines unbounded as the ayre or lire, 
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Are from their fpheares, Eurione has wone 
By the fubduing valor of her lookes, 

That in a field of fancy, not of blood, 

And ere another fhall ufurpe her right, 

In the defence ile dye her willing martyr. 

Dor. I judg’d what ferious value 
Your boafted friendfhip would retaine ith teft, 

Draw your bright weapon, know that I doe hate 
Bafenefie as much as cowardice : and fince 
You flight a Lady for whofe pricelefle love 
Kings might refigne their Crownes, and humbly fall 
Like bare foot pilgrimes proHrate at the Ihrine 
Of fuch a beauty, fure if in this fword, 

Death has a refidence your life fhall finde it, 

And not furvive to boaft the cruell triumph 
Of her refufall. 

Vit Sir your fword 

Cannot excite a trembling in my blood, 

The gliflring fplendour cherifhes my fight, 

Like polilh’d Chryflall, henceforth name of friend 
Be no more known betwixt us then a dreame. 

Thus I expire it, I may now regaine 
My honour forfeited in the Generali i:aufe 
By this particular Combate. 

Dor, Should my fate 

Yield me the con quell, yet his death would not 

Beget Chrifeas quiet, but augment 

Her griefe and hate againfl me : flay, forbeare, 

I feele a palfie in my veines, and cannot 
Manage this little inftrument of death, 

My fmews put on infancy agen 
And have no vigor in them, oh Vztelk\ 

I am fo full of pafflon, I have fcarce 
Roome left to vent a flgh, a mine of lead 
Hangs on my heart, and with its weight has crack’d 
The feeble courage. 

Vit. Noble foule, his griefe 
Workes more compundlion in me, than his fword 
Did fuddaine anger ; could I grant what you 
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Requefl, no brand-markt Have Ihould ful611 
Sooner his Mailers moil fevere command^ 

Than I would yours ; but this abrogates all lawes 
Of friendihips duty : if y’ave vowd this adl; 

You may as fafely difanull the Oath, 

As fhould you in fome defperate fury fweare 
To be your fatliers murtherer. 

Dor, Bid me firil renounce 
My allegeance to my honour, fell my faith 
I owe my Native Country: my Vitelli 
I feele an humour in my braine, which fLrives 
For paiTage at mine eyes, wilt fee me weepe % 

Confider friend, denying my requell 
Thou doft tmdoe a Lady, who may ciaime 
The priviledge of aU hearts : depriv’fl the world 
Of fuch a jemme, that Ihould old nature flrive 
To frame her fecond, it would quite exhaufl 
Her glorious treafury, then in her ruine : 

My life and honour’s forfeited, think this, 

And were thy heart obdurate as a rocke 
Of Adamant, this thought joyn’d with my teares 
Would fooner than the blood of Goats diholve it 
To gentle foftneffe, 

Vit. Your eyes are moving advocates, they fpeake 
Such an o re-flowing Language, that my love 
Then in its owne caufe a moil partial! Judge, 

Allowes my mercy freedome to pronounce 
Sentence on your fide : you have prevaird, 

He ferve Chrifea^ as her pleafure fhall 
Difpofe my will and fortune. 

Dor. I beginne 

To feele my fpirits quicken, and my blood 
Receive its noble temper ; deare Vitdli^ 

Thy noblenelTe does prompt thee to an a6l 
Shall write thy friendfliip higher in the lifls 
Of facred amity, than mothers loves. 

Goe to my bed Chrifea,, die expedls 
To know by thee the truth of my fucceffe, ' 

Tell her I am more happy in her bliffe, 
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Than if I had enjoy’d her conflant love : 

So leave'^me love, I may perhaps tranfgreffe 
Man-hood agen, and fhouldll thou fee me weepe 
Twice, thou wouldfL judge my former flood of 
teares 

A feigned paffion. 

Vit Your Genius guard you ; thus I apply 
Balme to his wounds, while I doe bleeding dye. 

Ex. 


E7iter Bonivd. 

Bon. Noble Generali, 

I come to gratulate the happy choyfe 
Y’ave made in faire Chrifea \ fhe’s a Lady, 
That though fhe were a flranger to my blood, 
My judgement would allow as rich a vertue 
As ever glorifi’d the fexe. 

Dor. ’Twould be 
A facrilegious errour not to admit 
Your Chara6ler for truth, but in our loves 
A thoufand hidden caufes doe produce 
Alternate changes, my return e has fetled 
My thoughts on new refolves, and I mufl fuite 
My affections to them. 

Bon. How % perhaps becaufe 
You are return’d triumphant with your bayes. 
Growing upon your brow, you doe rejedt 
The love before you fu^d for, tis not noble 
So to abafe a Lady, whofe bright fame, 
Although untainted as a Chriflall rocke, 

Mufl paffe a popular cenfure, if you, vdio 
Did with fuch earneftneffe pretend her match 
Should on the fuddaine fcorne it. 

Dor. I’me not bound 

To give you reafons wdiy ; but know my mind^ 
Which your contefling cannot alter’s hxt 
On what I have related. 
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Bon, I muft then tell you 
You doe defame the opinion of that worth 
The world does credit in you : this aifront, 

Should all her other friends fit idle gazers 
On her difgrace, fhould ilirre me to attempt 
An ample fatisfadlion from your heart. 

Though you had multitudes of greater glories 
Heap’d on your head, or were defenc’d with legions 
To afiright me from the adventure. 

Dor. Sir, your courage 
Is jufler than your quart ell, doe you tliink 
I weare a fword onely for ornament ; 

And though our yeares declare us equalls, yet 
My education was i’th’ trade of warre. 

Tis my profeffion to infranchife foules 
From prifons of their flefh, and would be loath 
Caufe you have interefl in Chrijeas blood, 

Your paffion fhould betray you to the fury 
Of my incenfed wrath. 

Bon. All difcourfe 

Is tedious to me, fure the world’s abus!d 
With report of your valour, men who commit 
Affironts they dare not anfwer, ufe excufe 
In moderation of them, I expedted 
I fhould have met an adverfary of you, 

Of temper hot as lightning, and as bold 
As Lyons vext with hunger, and I finde you 
A tame degenerate Coward. 

Dor. All refpedt 

Of love and pitty hence : Beare up, my fleele 

fight. 

Has prickt your breafl ; I would not have you dye 
Chrifeas Martyr. 

Bon. - I’ve puld untimely mine on mee, Fme 
hurt, 

I feare to mortall danger : Noble Generali, 

See me condudled to Ladlantios houfe, 
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There I lhall get a Surgeon. 

Bor. N oble 'young man, 

Mufler thy flrongeft fpirits up : I am one 
Of Fortunes paflimes ; yefterday return'd, 
Advanc'd to heaven by the peoples breath, 

To day hurl'd downe into the abyfie.of death. 
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A6lus Tertius. 


Enter Chrifea^ and Coriniba, 

ChrL /^Ame none yet from the Generali? 

Cor, No infooth Madam : I protefl your 

filler 

If fhe continue in thefe fuddaine fits, 

Will fo undoe her face, that all my art 
Can never redlifi’t ; fiiee weepes, as if 
She might as eafily be fupply'd with eyes 
As with new drefiings, ile be fwome, I tooke 
As hearty paines to cut a handfome heart ; 

And though I fay’t it was a pretty one 

As e’re was made of Taffaty, to grace her Cheek, 

And never trull me if I lye to you, 

Her teares has wafh^d her heart away. 

Chr, Th' art Hill in thefe 
Impertinent difcourfes : whafs the caufe 
My filler is fo prodigall of her griefe, 

To let thee fee her vent it % 

Cor, Why Madam, I have feene a Lady weepe, 
Befides your filler, and have wept my felfe too, 

I never lhall forget the time ; I could 
Een cry agen to thinke on*t ; twas at the death 
Of your fine little lewell : never Lady 
Nurll fuch a^dainty puppy, but hee’s gone, 
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And faiewell he \ I will not give a rufh 

For any woman cannot ufe her eyes 

With as much liberty as her tongue, thefe fooles, 

Thefe loving Ideots men for three forc’d drops 

Will moUifie like wax, and be made apt 

For any impreffion. 


E7iter VitellL 

Chr, Vitelli you are Wellcome, I fuppofe 
Your bufmeffe has been urgent, we expedled 
Your prefence fooner, howfoever now 
Tis grateful hither. 

Cor, My young Lady lhall 
Have notice of’s arrivall, perhaps his fight 
Will cheere her drooping fpirits. 

Ex, 


Vit Madam^ my friend 
The Generali, does by me tender his bell 
And truefl fervice to you, he has fent me 
Prompt, to fulfill the nicefl poynt of duty 
Your pleafure cafls upon me. 

ChrL Sir, the Generali is 
So juft in his proceeding, I muft ever 
Efleeme him trueiy Noble, though I fhould 
Banifh him my afifedlion. 

Vit I could wifh 

The fweetnefife of your vertue would vouchfafe 
To lay a reclamation of your love : 

Had you but feene with what ambitious hafle, 
With what extreame perfwafions he endeavour’d 
The fatisfadlion of your will, you could not 
Fancy a change from one fo worthy. 

ChrL No ? not to enjoy your lelfe % 

Vit Me Madam ; 

No equall eye can parallell my poore 
RegardlefTe merit, with the glorious worth 
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Which does as farre tranfcend" mine in defert, 

As’t does in eminence of fortune. 

Chru Sir your moflefly 
Extenuates your owne worthinefle, to beflow 
A large addition on your friends, my judge- 
ment 

Has ballanc’d both, and has concluded which 
Ought to be held mofl noble, I doe honour 
True conflancy in men, pray tell me fir, 

For it concernes me neerely, did you ever 
Fervently love my fiffcer % 

Vii. To include, 

(All flrength of humane zeale) as Doria does 
Adore your excellent beauty, with a heat 
Holy as foules in deepeft fancy 
Their fainted fellowes. 

Chri. And can you extinguilh 
So great a flame fo eafily, can entreates, 

So foone fubdue your temper ? if your truth 
Be of this wavering quality, how lhall I 
Receive affurance of it 1 
Vit The vow 

I made, my friend fecures it, thinke not Madam 
That both my parents with perfwafive prayers, 

Could have enforc’d me violate my faith 
To faire Euriofie^ but when my friend, 

My honor’d friend to whom I owe my life, 

As tenant to his bounty, did in teares, 

A fouldiers teares whole every drop prevailes 
More then a captive princefle, plead the Ioffe 
Of his owne life, my gratitude did vanquifh 
PafTion, and forc’d me tear even from my foule 
Eurio7ies affedtion. 

Chri, You are jufl 
In your determination. 
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Enter Eurione. 

Vit Bleffe me friendfhip, 

And with thy white wings overfhade my heart, 

Or here defcends a Saint will difpoffeffe thee 
Of the accnftom’d fhrine, a barke enclos’d, 

Twixt two encountring tides is not more toft 
Then I twixt flriving paffions, while a friend, 

I cannot be a lover. 

Eur. Vitelli 

Am I in your opinion loft 1 my fifter 
Relates fo fad a wonder, that if truth, 

I am undone for ever. 

Vit, Harke fhe fpeakes too, 

A tempting language; fuch was our firft mothers 
voyce, 

While {tie was innocent, deere Ladies would 
I could divide my felfe, for being one, 

I cannot on the Theater of my minde, 

Adi both a friend and lover, that two names 
Of fo in tire affinity fhould occafion 
So manifeft a diffenfion, in a foule 
That would be true yet is inforc’d, though loath, 

To forfeit one, or to be falfe to both. 

Chri. My expedlation did not 
[Pre]sage this foftnefte in you, I had thought 
You had come fumifh’d with a full refolve 
To adl your friends requeft. 

Vit Yet I muft needs 
Speake in a caufe fo moving ; Madam thinke 
How much more noble tis in you to fave, 

Then to deftroy ; behold three bleeding hearts 
Imploring pitty from you, mine, your fifters. 

And your adorer Dorias^ which one word 
Of yours would ranfome from approaching death, 

Oh be not fparing of that breath, ’twill found 
In the juft eares of heaven more fweet then 
prayers 
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OfFerd by Cloyfter’d virgins, oh refume 
Your native charity, and fulfill my fuite, 

And in requitall of that facred grant, 

Time lhall depend like fummer on your trow, 

And your whole life be one continued youth. 

Such were the fprings in Paradife, and when 
You paffe to be a fharer in heavens blilfe, 

Virgins and innocent lovers fpotlelfe teares, 

Hardned to pearle by the llronge heate of figlies, 
Shall be your monument 
Chri. This whole difcourfe 
Should you inlarge it to a volumne, cannot 
Alter my meaneft thought, I only wifh you 
As you are noble to refpeft your honour : 

That’s all my anfwer. 

Exit. 

Eur, Put doe you meane 
Vitdli^ to performe what Doria has enjoyn’d you. 

ViL I fliall melt 
Into a willing pitty, if the flame 
Of friendfhip did not with its effedluall heat, 

Dry up loves moyflure : deere Madam he 
That has commanded me this deathfull taske 
Claimes fuch a lawfull Intereil in my life, 

That fpight of my afledlion, I mufl yield 
To his refifllelfe will ; yet I will love you 
So far as honour gives me warrant, and 
Wifh you the beft of women, the befl joyes 
Happineffe can impart to you farewell, 

’Tis a befitting gratitude to give 

That life a being ; by whofe guift I live. 

Exit 

Eur. Sorrowes flow high ; griefe unto griefe fuc- 
ceed, 

Wounds are more dangerous which doe inward bleed. 


Exit 
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Enter Adorni, and Frangipan, 


Aden Come let not this diihearten you, your 
French 

Is a thing eafily gotten, and when you have it, 

As hard to ihake it off, runnes in your blood, 

As 'twere your mother language, but there is 
An obfervation farre more neceffary 
T’ improve your judgement, flill let your difeourfe 
Conceme the forraigne bufinefie, and be fure 
To applaud ouMandifh fathions, and take off 
From what is native, as if you ihall heare 
Any commend the Genoa garbe, or Hate 
Anfwer in France, in Naples, or in Spaine, 

No matter where, lo it be farre enough 
From hence, they are more politicke, more witty ; 
Every way more deferring, this will fpeake 
Infinitely judicious, when to praife 
Our owne domeflicke manners, is as if 
A man fhould praife himfelfe, and be accounted 
A felfe conceited gul for ’t. 

Fran. Very good, 

This is a rule He put in practice I, ^ 

Thanks to my inclination can fpeake ill 
Of my owne father fignior. 

Ador. Signior^ 

Still you betray your ignorance, why fignior, 
Mounfieur has a farre more airy and harmonious 
found, 

There’s muficke in the letters. Hill polilli your 
phrafe 

With particles of language, which till I’ve taught 
you 

Perfedlly anfwer with a fhrug or nod, 

Or any forraigne gellure, fuch a filence 

Will be elleem’d for gravity, and become you better 
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Then volubility of fpeech does fome 
Whofe tongues are gentlemen ufhers to their wits. 

Still going before it, and when you doe fpeake, 

Let it not be^ as now you doe of newes 
Abroach ten daies before, and quite drunke of ; 

But what affaires are adled then in France^ 

What in the Englifh Court and flill remember 
T’ extoll ’hem infinitely, and if any anfwer 
Comparatively with our owne a ferious laughter, 

Will not become you ill, to fhew how much 
You flight their error. 

Frah. Better ftill, I like 
This flighting humour infinitely, but how 
If they fhould talke of our Italian dames, 

I’me bound to be their Champion, for I’ve heard 
Strangers report, and I hold their opinion, 

Our Curtezans excel! all other Nations. 

Ador, That fhew’d thofe flrangers judgements, and 
confirm’d 

Wliat I would have you underfland in England^ 

Where publicke houfes are prohibited : 

There are the braveft Laffes, here fome Do7iJella 
That was the lafl night yours, fhall for two Ducats 
To morrow be a Saylers : when there 
Your Citizens wives, girles ffefh as ayxe, and whol- 
fome 

As pretious Ca?idy wives will meet their Gamflers, 

At a convenient Taverne, rob their husbands 
Without a fcruple, and fupply their friends, 

While the good innocent Cuckolds pay a price 
For their owne homing. 

Fran. Excellent, excellent 
Ge7ioa, I doe defie thy coflive girles, 

He henceforth love thefe Englifh fparkes of gold : 
Would I were there : it fhould goe hard but I 
Would graft on their Aldermens Coxecombs. 

Ador. Th’ are grafted fafl already fir, befides 
They ne’re get Children, but their Hench boyes on 
Their Sergeants wives, after fome City feafl. 
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When the provoking fpirit of White hr oath, and 
Cuftard enflames their blood : what Gcnoct Bur- 
gefle 

Dares be fo boldly courag’d : He tell you, 

And marke how bafe and fordid it appeares 
To have our Cellars ftuff d with Corfike Wines : 

Yet for this foolith fmne cald Temperance, 

Tantalize, andnere tafte it, while yomJDukh, 

Tour noble-fpirited German will carroufe 
A fcore of Goblets to provoke this flomacke 
To’s bread and Butter j doe nothing but by dif- 
creete 

Counfell of drinke, not match his daughter to 
A man he fees not drunke firll, fcarce fay’s prayers 
Till he be full of liquor, which enflames 
The minde to generous adlions. 

Fran. I commend ’hem. 

And will be glad to imitate. 

Ador. Tour Englifli 

Deferves as large applaufe, who to fay truth. 
Out-drinks the Dutch, as is the common proverb. 

The Dutch-man drinks his buttons off, the Englifli 
Doublet and all away, then marke their carriage : 

If two fall out and flrike, and be by company 
Parted ; though one weares in his face the badge 
Of his diihonour, which excites him to 
As brave revenge, not daunts him : for he’ll flraight 
Call out his enemy to a Angle Duell, 

Scorning his life ; contemning the Lands lawes, 

"Which doe forbid thofe combats, and ne’re part 
Till one be flaine, and the furvivour fure 
As death to hang for ’t. 

Fran. Excellent, I love a man that car?s not for 
hanging. 

Ador. Then to their further gloty, which takes 
off 

All the difgrace of halter, they are fure 
Ere they be fcarce cold, to be Chronicled" 

In excellent new Ballads, which being fung 
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Ith’ flreets ’mong boyes and girles. Colliers, and Car- 
men, 

Are bought as great memorialls of their fames, 

Which to perpetuate, they are commonly fluck up 
With as great triumph in the tipling houfes, 

As they were fcutchions. 

Fran. Better : yet I’de give 
A hundred Ducats to be chronicled 
In fuch a liifloricall Canto : who compofes them 1 
Ador. They have their fpeciall Poets for that pur- 
pofe 

Such as fLill drinke fmall Beere, and fo are apt 
To fpit out lamentable tluffe : then for their 
cloathes 

They hate a cut domeflicke, but imitate 
The French precifely gallants, weare their long 
Parifian Breeches, with five poynts at knees, 

Whofe tagges concurring with their harmonious 
fpurres 

Afford rare muficke ; then have they Doublets 
So fhort ith’ walle, they feeme as ’twere begot 
Vpon their Doublets by their Cloakes, winch to fave 
fluffe 

Are but a yeares growth longer than their skirts \ 

And all this magazine of device is furnifh’d 
By your French Tayler: what Country man is 
yours ? 

Fran. A Genoefe. 

Ador. Fie, change him Monfieur, 

You have heard a Spanifh Count’s 
Lately arriv’d, without any advice, bow’d you falute 
him ] 

Fran. Thus fir, after our Italian fafiiion. 

Ador. That’s too vulgar ; 

You muft accoft him thus with a fiate face, 

As if your beard had beene turn’d up that morning 
By advice of all the Barbers in the City, 

As you had dreft you in a Looking-glafie, 

Proper to none but the Dukes privy Counfellors : 
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Pronounce your Befolas manos with a grace^ 
As if you were the fonne and heire, apparant 
To th’ Adelantado of Cajiile. 


Enter LaSianfio, 


La5i, Adorni, this is no time for mirth, 

Your noble General has llain Lord Bomvet, 

And for the a6l is a prifoner. 

Ador. Dares the ftate bereave him of his liberty, 
Without whofe mofl unwearied valour, 

It had beene betray’d to flavery ? 

Lae You know Lord Bonivets alliance to the 
Duke. 

Ador, Allyance, death a thoufand Bonivets, 

And Dukes and States, weigh not 
A fcruple poys’d with his full worth. 

Lac, He’s to be tryed ith’ morning without 
noyfe, 

For feare of mutiny,, and tis fuppos’d 
That if feme virgin Lady doe not claim e 
Her priviledge, and begge his life, he’ll fuffer. 

Fran, It the maid that begges mufl be above 
fifteene, 

Tis fhrewdly doubted where the’ll be found. 

Ador. Ail our virgins ought, if they have vertue, 
to contend 

For fuch a glory ; but if all be fqueamifh, 

May all the daughters of our befl Burgers runne 
Away with fouldiers, and become Sutlers wives. 

Fran, Fife when they have a mafeuline itch 
upon ’hem, 

And would tafle man, may they be wed to Eunuchs. 

Lodi. Or eife be forc’d to keepe their maiden-heads 
Till they be mufly and not marchantable 
To younger brothers with additions of wealthy por- 
tions. 
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Fran. May they when they would Hrive to mend 
their faces to allure a fuitor, want paint and blacke- 
patches to Hoppe the Crannies of their Cheekes ; 
may their Pomatum bee mixt with Hogs-greafe, that 
they may be abominable even in the nofe of lewes : 
may the green-fickneffe raigne in their bloods, and 
may they be debar’d of oate-meale, and clay-wall, and 
fall to Rats-bane. 

Ad&r, May their parents turne moH precife pre- 
cifians, 

And forbid em the fight of plays, or may they 
never 

Dance unlefie be to a bag-pipe or a Crowd. 

Fran. May they want Hikes for gownes, and if 
they feeke 

Supply from Naples., let them infleed be furnifii’d 
With their Difeafe \ may Millaners breake and^Feather 
men, 

May my Aunt dye fiiddenly, and bury with her 
All her devifes ; may there be no Earth 
Found to make looking-glafies, that they come to 
ufe of 

Kitchen-wenches, drefie their heads by the reflexion 
of a 

Paile of water, or in a pewter chamber vefiell. 

Ador. LaMa7itio^ let s go wayte the’ Generali 
In prifon, ^twould be bafe Ihouid we negledl him 
In his extremity. 

Exeunt 


Enter Dorla.^ and SabellL 

For. Is it confirm'd hee’s dead ? 

Sab. The generall voyce 
Divulges fo ith’ City , and the Duke 
Has fent an order which commands you forth 
rth morning to your tryall : my deare Lord 
I hope the fervice you have done the State 

K 2 
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Abroad, will here at home fecure your life 
From the Lawes violent Rigour. 

Dor. Yes poore boy. 

If thou mightfi be thy mailers judge SabelH^ 

I am at the period of my fate, and would not 
Have thee a fad fpedlator of my fall 
At home, whom thou fo oft hall waited on 
Abroad in triumph, therefore gentle heart, 
Retume home to thy mother, and furvive 
To ferve a happier mailer. 

Sab. My noble Lord 
Have I fo often followed you, when death 
Attended on each ftep, when every hurt 
That fear d your noble body, I have wilh'd 
Imprinted on my fielh, and with my teares, 

Even drown'd the purple deluge of your wounda. 
That as my truth and loyalties reward, 

I mull be turn'd away unkindly, when 
My laft and juHeL fervice might declare 
My zeale to you my matter ; Oh fir, 

You more affidl my innocence with thefe words. 
Then if fad truth had brought me the report 
Of my owne mothers funerall, and Ihould you 
Enforce me leave you, the fucceeding care, 

And labour of my life fhould be conlum'd 
In a perpetuall weeping. 

Dor. Good Sabelli 

Ceafe this alilicfling language, lell I grow 
As childifh as thy felfe, and burll into teares 
To beare thee company. 

Sab. Befides my Lord, 

When your blefl foule does on immortall wings 
Arrive at heaven who lhall attend it there. 

The Saints and Angels will elleeme themfelves 
Worthy to be your fellowes, while my poore 
And humble Gholl would reckon it a blifie 
To waite on you, as carefully as when 
We liv'd on earth together, deere my Lord, 

Let me dy with you, death and I have beene 
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Play-fellowes thefe many yeares, he’l only bring me 
To refl as plealing to my fence as lleepe 
After a tedious watching 

Dor, This kinde paffion 
Shakes my mofl mafculine temper ; heere Sabelli 
Accept this Gold, thefe lewells, as the lail 
Gift of thy perifhing Lord, thou fhalt accept ’em ; 

If the law doe not paffe upon my life, 
lie fend for thee agen, I prethee leave me, 

I would be private, and thy prefence does 
Difturbe my ferious thoughts. 

Sab, Nay then tis time 
For me the wretched’fl foule on earth to take 
My laHing farewell of you ; all the joyes 
Of biefl eternity in ftead of my 
Defertleffe fervice j waite upon your life ; 

You ne’re fhall view your boy agen, for fure 

If your light be extinguifli’d, my weake flame 

Cannot continue burning \ give me licence 

To kiflfe your honour’d hand, and to let fall 

A parting drop or two : and now farewell 

For ever noble Lord : that greefe appears mofl true, 

That’s writ in blood as well as teares. [Adieu.] 

Exit, 

Dor, Poore boy ; I have not yet deferv’d fo ill 
But my untimely fate excites fome pitty. 


Enter Adorni^ LaMatdio^ and Fran^pan, 

Adorni thou art come to fee the lafl 
And greatefl of thy Generalls aclions, 

Which like a cunning and well mannag’d fcene, 
Not till the period will difclofe the plot 
Of my lifes Tragedy. 

Ador, Your life my Lord ; 

Death dare not venture to invade it, and 
The flate as foone will call the enemy 
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Into their City, as pretend the leafl 
Danger to their fupporting Columne, which 
Should it but fhake, it might difmantle their 
Beft Bulwarkes, bume their Navy, and furrender 
Tliemfelves to prefent flavery. 

Lacl^ The Duke, 

Though he did hold his kinfman deere, tstII value 
The publique good before his private mine. 

Fran, Let the Duke doe his worfl, and all the 
flate 

Stand on Pontilios^ I can fetch a Lady 
Of excellent quality ihail beg your LordOiip, 

He make her doo’t 

Ador, Nay, fhould all fajle you hr, 

Should the States angers, the Dukes partial! fen- 
tence, 

The peoples malice bandy to furprize 
The treafure of your life ; know you have friends 
Would fixe the heads of halfe the Towne upon 
Their Lances poynts, ere your leafl drop of blood 
Should be diminifhed. 

Dor, Gentlemen, I thank you 
For all your loves ; but know the fhape of Death 
Is not fo ugly to me, but if juflice 
Contradl me to the raonfter, I fhall court it 
As ’twere fome beauteous Bride ; and thank the Axe 
That like the Pried, unites me to a Spoufe 
That will not play the woman and revolt. 

Come Gentlemen lefs in, brave foules doe hate, 

To be dejedled by the force of Fate. 
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A(ftus Quartus. 


Enter Chrifea^ Eurione^ VitellL 

ChrL T Am very forry that his Fate has cafl 

J[‘ Such a difaflrous chance upon his Life : 
But his defert will blunt the edge of jullice, 

And mitigate the feverity, which would 
QueHion the fafety of his Life. 

Vit Tis in your mercy 

To dalh the Lawes proceedings, gracious Madam, 
The Priviledge that our Country gives your Sexe, 
Can hope for no imployment, that will rayfe 
A greater Trophee to your fame, then this 
To ranfome him, whole conllancy and truth 
Exceeds all boad of Stories, 

Eur. You’l redeeme 
The opinion of your piety, which fcandall. 

Should you omit this juH and righteous taske, 
Would blafl with blackefl infamy. 

ChrL You plead 

In your owne caufe, not his, Pdoes not befeem 
My modelly to interpofe my felfe 
In that which nought concemes me. 

Vit Is his life 

Of fuch a triviall value in your thoughts, 

That you efleem’t not worthy your intreats, 

To lav’t from killing, ruine, facred love, 
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Thou miracle of Nature, and delight 
Of all who know humanity with fome 
Religious arrow pierce her flinty breafl, ^ 

Some pious Ihaft, on whofe fubduing point 
Pitty and amorous foftneffe gently fit, 

Reduce this llraying Schifmaticke to the firfl 
Vnfpotted pureneffe of her conflant faith, 
i\nd we will pay a thoufand clouds of fighes, 

As incenfe to thy Altars. 

Eur, Offer up 

Miriads of virgin vowes and with our teares 
Extinguifh all irregular flames that taint 
Thy holy fires. 

Tit. Oh Madam 

What heart lo barbarous, does not at loves 
fmiles 

Put off the native fierceneffe, beafls with beaffs, 
Obferve his lawes ; the Lyon whofe big breath 
Affrights the trembling people of the woods, 

Were his hoarfe accents to be underflood. 

They would appeare to be affections groves. 

The Nightingale that on lafcivious wings 
Flies from the poplar to the trembling Beech, 

And on each bough chaunts melancholy notes 
Had he a humane utterance, would proclaime 
Thofe penfive flraines, the muficke of his love ; 

And can yee be leffe fenfible of a power, 

That is fo great, then creatures bard the ufe 
Of facred reafon, and dilcourfe 1 

ChrL This is to feeke to pacific the fea 
With teares ; Vitelli you miflake, your friend 
Values not at fo deere a rate his life, 

As to receive a being tributary 
To my unask’d entreats, befides I Ihould 
Envy the ftates prerogative, whofe mercy 
Is in remitting his unwilling fault, 

But a becomming thankefulneffe, and fhould 
Be cenfur’d, as too partiall to my owne 
Affedlion fhould I ffrive to be his wife^ 
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Whofe hand is purpled with the ‘innocent bloo^ 

Of my late murdered kinfman. 

Eur. This concernes 
As neerely me as you, but by jud truth, 

Though I’me ingag’ d by my particular choyce 
To my were I fure the Generali 

Would not contemne my offer, and fo blafl 
My future fame, I would difclaime all tyes 
Of former fancy j and implore his fafety. 

Tit This is a fweetneffe 
Which I cold wilh you, what has begot 
This ffrange defertion of your faith, true love, 

Being once receiv’d into the foule converts 
Into its very eflence, does become 
The fame eternall fubffance, can you then 
Teare from the tender Cabinet of your bred 
Your very heart ? this cruelty exceeds 
The depth of tyranny ; but refl affufd, 

If Doria fuffer by your proud contempt, 

I’me freed then from my promife, and will 
fooner 

Warme an empoyfoning Scorpion in my armes, 

Then yeeld my meaneft thought to you who are 
By evident circumftance, though not by fact, 

My friend the Generalls murdreffe. 

ChrL This Vitelli 

Is not a meanes to winne me to your friend, 

But more avert me from him, it inflames 
My minde with holier fire to Court your love ; 

There is an evident beauty in your loule, 

Equall to trued honor, I wiU cheridi 
This bravery in you, if your mafculine fancy 
Engages you thus condant, to a friend, 

You’l be a loyall husband, fare you well, 

Be dill thus noble, and be happy. 

Exit 

Eur, My fider 

Has lod all fence of pitty ; deere Vitelli^ 

There is no wretchedneffe opprefling earth 
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Equall to ours, love thus the Tyrant playes, 
Affidling innocence by unufuall waies. 

Exeunt 


Enter Doria as h prifoner^ LaStantioj Adorniy 
to them Trivulciy Senatorsy OfficerSy 
and Attendants. 

Akor. Tis like your felfe my noble Lord, but 
fee 

The Duke apporoaching, let your foule expedl 
An equall hearing. 

Offic. Beare backe, roome for the Duke and 
Senate, what 

Cuckold's that would have his Coxcombe broake ? 
beare backe there. 

Triv. Cite in the prifoner. 

Ofjic. Hee's here ray Lord. 

TrL Tme forry that 

You for whofe head the gratitude of the hate 
Decreed triumphant bayes ihould be enforc'd 
To fland here a delinquent, but the law 
Mull as a flreight and uncorrupted flreame 
Enjoy its ufuall freedome, my Lords, 

We are not met here to arraigne a prifoner, 

Whole guilt does fpeake his fentence, but a 
perfon 

Not only moll unblemifh'd in his fame, 

But one to whom our country owes its life : 

Who with his deareh blood has balni'd the 
wounds 

Which mifchiefes giant-off-fprings, rayling warre, 

Cut in the bofome of the common-wealth. 

Sen. We all confeffe his worth. 

Tri. Yet this brave youth, 

This patron of our liberty, all his honours, 

His blood and titles, his defenlive bayes 
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(That would have guarded his vi6lorious front 
From blalls of lightning) laid afide, is come 
To tender fatisfadlion to the lawes, 

He has offended, and lince judgement is 
The immediate aft of Juftice, it muff paffe 
To fave impartiall cenfure on his life, 

As on the wretched^ff malefaftors ; for 
His former merits cannot take away 
His prefent fault ; for who ere is guilty 
Viidoes the priviledge of his defert and blood ; 

For if great men offending paffe unpuniih’d, 

The common people who doe ufe to finne^ 

By their example feareleffe, will ninne on 
Into licencious wickedneffe. 

Sen, Your grace delivers 
The intenfion of the flate, no oracle 
Could have explain'd the meaning of our lawes 
With more integrity. 

Tri, Yet my good Lords, 

I fpeake not this, that my particular vengeance, 
Becaufe he flew my kinffnan, has the leaff 
Ayme at his life, which I would ilrive to cherilk 
As my owne health, or^as the Cities peace, 

For Magiflrates ought to behold their crimes^ 

Not the committers, as the Poets faine 
Of wife lyre/ias, to want eyes, and only 
Have feeing underllanding, for a judge 
Is guilty of the fault he does not punSh, 

And if rewards and triumphs doe adome 
Deferts tis jufl that ihame and punifhments 
Should wait on vices, and how much more 
worthy 

The perfon is that afts them, fo farre fliarper 
Should be the penalty infiifted on him. 

Sen, And when the law 
Vfes its utmoft rigor, tis the crime. 

And not the man it fentences. 

Tri In.briefe We mull 
Decline his merit, and forget 
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Our gratitude, and fince his hand is dipt 
In civill blood, his life mufl" expiat what 
His arme unfortunately committed. 

Dor, My Lords, 

The fervices which I have done the Hate, 

Were but my naturall duty, I atchiev’d ’em 
To gaine me fame and glory, and you fafety, and 
Should efteeme them Traytors to honour, if their inter- 
celTion 

Be a protedlion for my crimes, I meane not 
To plead to fave a dif-refpedled life, 

Caufe I feare death, a fea incompafs’d rocke 
Is not leffe timerous of the affaulting waves, 

Then I of the grimme moniler, but there is 
A fame furviving which I would be loath, 

Should tell poflerity I tamely yeelded 
My head to th’ Axe, and dyed becaufe my fpirit 
Durfl not defire to live to quit this fcapdall, 

I hope what I can urge in my defence 
Shall have indifferent hearing. 

Tri, Speake freely. 

Dor, Know then my intention 
Is not by excufe to extenuate my fa6l, 

Which I confeffe mofl horrid, and would pay 
A thoufand fhowers of forrow, could this hand 
Reedifie that goodly frame of flefh 
Which it demolifht, but ray pricelefle fame, 

In whofe deere caufe I flew him, will to juflice 
Boldly proclaime, I did no more then what 
The truth I owe my reputation tells me, 

Was right in poynt of honour. 

Tri, But the law 
Does difallow it as unjufl, and that 
Mufl be your judge, and not that idle breath 
Which you abufively terme honor. 

Dor, Your lawes cannot without partiality pro- 
nounce 

ludgement againfl me, for they doe acquit 
That man of guilt that to defend his life 
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Is forc’d to llay his enemy j my a(5l 
Carries the fame condition, lince my fame, 

Whofe fafety urg’d me to kill him, is my life. 

My immortall life, as farre tranfcending this 
As the foiile does the body, for the fword, 

Returnes that to its primitive matter dull, 

And there it refls forgotten, but a wound 
Strucke upon reputation, leaves a brand. 

So felfe diffufive is difhonors guilt, 

Even to poflerity, and does revive 
After t’ has fufferd martyrdom e. 

Sen. Yet this 

Cannot excufe your fadl, for civill reafon 
Allowes a reparation for the Ioffe 
Of fame, but gives no man a lawfull licence 
To fnatch the priviledge from the hands of 
juflice, 

Which would difpofe it equally. 

Dor. This ftriflneffe 

Deflroyes all right of manhood, frnce a coward 
May fearefully relying on this fufferage 
Of Law affront even valors felfe, confider 
That the moft cunning Pilot cannot fleere 
Mans brittle veffell ’twixt thefe dangerous Rocks 
Of law and honor fafely, fayle by this, 

And on that fuffer fhipwracke, for fuppofe 
I had with patience borne this fcandalous 
name 

Of a degenerate coward, I not only 
Had nip’d the budding valor of my youth, 

As with a killing froff, but left a fhame 
Inherent to our family, difgrac’d 
My noble fathers memory, defam’d 
Nay CO warded my Anceffors, whofe duff, 

Would ’a broke through the Marbles, to re~ 
venge 

To me this fatall infamy, 

Ador. Well urg’d, and refolutely. 

Dor. Nay more, your felves 
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That hate the deed being done, would have de- 
tefled 

The doer worfe had it not beene perform’d 
Withdrawne my chardge ith^ army ; as from one 
Protefled for a coward, I might then 
Have abjur’d the trade of wane, in which I have 
beene nurs’d, 

Yet for preferving this unvalued jemmo 
Of pretious honour that hangs on my foule, 

Like a well polifh’d lewell in the eare, 

Of the exadlefl beauty, muft I fuffer 
The laws flerne rigor. 

TrL Sir I fhouid refute 

With circumftance your wrong opinion, but in 
briefe, 

Rebgious confcience, utterly difclaimes 
An ad fo barbarous to take man’s life, 

Is to deflroy Heavens Image, and if thofe 
Are held as Traytors, and the law inflids 
Severeil tortures on them, who deface 
The damps of Princes in their coyne, can they 
Appeare, as guiltleffe whofe rude hands difgrace 
The great Creators Image, and commit 
Treafon ’gaind awfull nature; Oh my Lord 
Colled your ferious temper, and put off 
The overweening fantafies of youth, 

Confider what a vaine deluding breath 
Is reputation, if compar’d with life, 

Thinke that an idle, or detrading word 
May by a faire fubmidion (which our lawes 
Of honor doe require it will enforce) 

Be wadi’d away, but the red guilt of blood 
Sticks as a blacke infedion to the foule, 

That like an ^thiop cannot be walli'd white, 

Thinke upon this, and know I mud with griefe 
Pronounce your fatall fentence, 
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A Jhout within. Enter Coriniba and Frangi^an. 


Fran. Doe you heare Generali, He tell you newes, 
you were in ieopardy to have had your little weafon 
flit ; but I pronounce 

The happy word, be fafe ; this peece of beauty 
By my perfwahons does intend to take 
The edge of law off, and become your wife, 

True and infeparable. 

Cor. With reverence to this prefence, my good 
Lords, 

Klnow that I come not urg’d by heate of youthu 

Fran. Tis true He bear her witneffe. 

Cor. Or any wanton or unchaff defire 
To beg this gentleman for my husband, neither 
To raffe my felfe a fortune by the match. 

But mov’d in charity, and provok’d in minde, 

With pitty to behold a man fo proper, 

Brought to an end untimely, by a death 
So fcandalous to honour as the Axe, 

1 come to crave our priviledge, and defire him 
For my moft lawfull husband. 

Tri. Gentle mayd 
You piety does prompt you to an a6l 
That fliall engage your country to eredl • 

A ffatue to your memory, though I could not 
Difpence with juffice, yet fmce there’s a meanes 
Without the lawes infrinp:ement, to preferve him, 

I doe rejoyce as much aVif ray fonne 

Had fcap’d apparant danger : goe on and profper 

In your defigne. 

Dor. Doe you thinke 
Becaufe I pleaded for my honours life, 

I doate fo much upon this idle breath, 

As to preferv’t vuth infamy, difpofe 

This womaniffi priviledge to fubmiflive flaves, 
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Know that I hate a being that depends 
Upon anothers bounty more then death, 

At which my foiile does, like an Eagle llretch 
Its hlver wings, and ore the monflers head 
Will make flight at heaven ; pray fir proceed 
To judgement fuddenly, delay begets 
More tortors in me then your fentence. 

Cor, What doe you meane fir, pray let me under- 
{land you 

Better, looke upon me, I am no woman to be 
flighted. 

Fra, She’s not afham’d to flievv her face, marry 
her Uncle, that I may call you fo. 

Sen, To wed this figure, is a farre greater punilh- 
ment then Death. 

Ador, Nere {land on tearmes, but marry her, and 
free your felfe, and trail to me, you fhall not want a 
millrefle has better colours in her face. 

Dor, Cormba, 

I’me much engag’d to your officious hafle, 

And pay you many thankes, conceive not that 
I doe contemne your perfon or diflike 
The meanneffe of your match, for were your 
beauty 

Created for a miracle, and adorn’d 
With the addition of a fortune ampler, 

Then that perfedlion, I fliould crave a licence 
To tell your modefly I ani prepar’d 
Rather for death then Nuptialls, and no llrength 
Of prayers and beauty, fhall have power to tempt 
me 

From my fixt refolution. 

Tri This is madneffe 
Not courage Doria, 

Cor, Sir I mull tell you 
You know not how to ufe a woman rightly, 

Perhaps tis baflifulneffe, take courage fir, 

I have referv’d my deere vir^nity 
This fifty yeares for fuch a pious purpofe, 
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And Ihould you flight me now, I fhould for- 
fwear 

Good purpofes hereafter : gentlemen perfwade him, 
Sure he cannot chufe but melt 
At your entreaties. 

Tri. Will you then pull your ruine on ; that 
feeks 

Thus eafily to flye from you ; luftice calls 
On me to give your fentence new interruptions 


Recorders, Enter Vitelliy and ^Sabellt^ as a Lady. 
Virens. 

It is the voyce of muficke, and prefages 
An Omen as harmonious as its notes, 

Approach faire troops of Virgins, here’s fubjedl, 

Fit for your maiden pity. 

Cor. Tis time for mee to take my farewell, thefe 
may bee beauties, perhaps my Lady may bee one, 
adiew flr j you may be offer’d worfe. 

Ex, Cor. and Fran. 


Sab. My honour'd Lord, 

The charity I owe my native country, 

That in the ruine of this brave young man, 

Would fuffer infinitly, has forc’d us ftrive 
With earely zeale firft to prefent our duties 
For his redemption, 'mong ten thoufand Virgins 
That would attempt it, and my true affedlion 
Has wonne this favour from my fellowes, that 
To me they yield their intereft, which I claime 
As my defir’d prerogative. 

Tri. Tis an a6l 

The State will thanke you for ; unvaile your felfe, 
That we may know to whom we owe our gratitude, 

^ L 
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A moll excelling beauty, fuch an eye 
Would tempt religious coldneffe to a flame, 

Thaw Ages chilly frofl, at fuch a cheehe 
The Spring might take a patteme to create, 

A moll accomplilh’d frelhneffe ; in her looks, 

Are modeft fignes of innocence, fuch as Saints 
Weare in their livelieft counterfeits ; Doria^ here 
A Lady begs you, whom if you refufe. 

The times would blacke you with the hatefull title 
Of your owne wilfull murther ; take her to you 
And live a fortunate husband. 

Dor. Noble maid, 

My mifery is fo extreame a finne, 

It cannot meet your bounty without breach 
Of vowes ; which Ihould I violate, would pull 
Eternall torments on me ; keep your beauty 
For one whofe foule, free as the ayre he breaths, 

Can yield a mutuall fancy to your flame, 

And not deflroy his honour, for your goodneffe 
Since my expir’d date, cannot yield you thanks 
Worthy the boundlefle merit of your love, 

If there can be a gratitude after death 
Exprefs’d by prayers, my foule in heaven (hall 
pay it 

To your kind charity. 

Sab. Oh my Lord, 

I did expecft this anfwer, my poore worth 
Cannot delerve your value ; yet there is 
A conflant purity in my thoughts, that intend 
you 

So much of Bliffe, that had your fafety no 
Dependance on my fuit, it would be deem’d 
Moll cruell to contemne me, I have lov’d you 
Thefe many yeares ; wilh’d you as many glories 
As I have number’d dayes, have vow’d I never 
Will many any man, but your blell felfe my Lord, 
Should you negledl the juflnelfe of my requell, 

Belides the danger waiting on your life, 

A thoufand Virgins, whofe unfpotted prayers 
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Like hofts of guardian Angels, would have borne 
You on their wings to heaven, will for my fake 
Convert their zeale to curfes, and in teares 
Of anguifh drowne your memory. 

Vzf. Why friend^ this is 
Such an o’re-weening paffion, as does queftion 
The foundneffe of your judgement, fills the world 
With a conceit you dye ; becaufe your feares 
Dare not accept of life : Befides your Miflris, 

To whom you would fo flridlly keepe your faith. 

Does fo much fcome your conflancy, that no 
Entreats could move her pitty undertake 
This honourable imployment 

Trz. Doe it with fpeedy diligence. 

Dor, Her caufeleffe frailty 
Shall more confirme my truth : 

My Noble Lord pronounce 
My happy fentence, ’twill be welcome to me 
As charming harmony, and fwell my brefl 
With more than humane pleafure. 


Erder Priejl 6^ Executioner, 

Tri, Are you come % approach, 

Behold this Executioner, and this Prieft, 

This is to wed you to deflmdlion, that 
To this rich Mine of purity : . your choyfe 
May accept either : if you fixe on this, 

Befides your owne redemption, you enjoy 
A Lady, who may clayme as many hearts 
As fhe has vertuous thoughts ; but leane to that, 
Your Spring returnes unpittyed, to the rude 
Armes of perpetuall winter, that will freeze you 
To a ne’re melting Ificle, be fuddaine, 

And wife in your eledlion. 

Dor, Tis but vaine : 

A Saint may fooner be o’re-come to fell 
His native Piety : come thou grim man, 


L 2 
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Thou art to me more lovely then the face of perfecSl 
Beauty : Do thy office, it will free me 
From thefe perplexities. 

Sab. Well my Lord, 

Since I^me unworthy to enjoy in life 
Your faire fociety, my foule fhall hall 
To waite on you to death, there is no bliffe 
Without your prefence, lince you will not have 
Mercy on your owne life, by your example 
He be as harlli to mine, lie goe 
Before you to the other world, 

And be your lov’d Gholls Harbenger. 

Tri. Hold, hold the Lady 

Sab. Let no hand prefume 
To feize me, for the meanell touch that lhaU 
Endeavour to prevent my will 
Shall urge my fpeedier mine : Good my Lord, 

Shall I have anfwer 1 I would fayne be going 
On my long journy. 

Dor. I’me confounded 
In my imagination, I mull yield. 

You have enforc’d a benefit upon me, I 
Can hardly thank you for, yet I will try 
To love you as my wife ; that I were loll 
In Clouds of black forgetfiilnelfe. 

Tri. My Lord, 

Your pardon's feal’d as foone as by the Priell 
You are conjoyn’d in marriage : He not leave you 
Till’t be folemniz’d. Hymen light thy Pine, 

Deaths tapers fade at the cleare flame of thine. 

Exeu7it. 


The end of ihe fourth Adi. 
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Aftus Quintus. 


E^iier Trivulci^ Doria^ Sabelli^ Adorni, Frkji and 
Virgim. 

TrL T S tlie Priefl prepar’d 

£ For his Hymne after Nuptialls, and the 
virgins 

Ready to gfatulate the Bride, and Bridegroome 
With the appoynted dance \ 

Aaor. The Priefl I thinke 
Has the fong perfedl, but it is a queflion 
Among the wifell, whether in the City 
There be feven Virgins to be found to furnifh 
The dance as’t Ihould be j but you mufl accept them 

Recorders. 

With all their faults ; this mulicke fpeaks their 
enterance. 


Enter Virgim. 

Song. 

T Riumfhe appeare^ Hymen invites 
Thee to wait upon this feojl^ 
Mixe thy joy es with his delights, 

^Tis the Generali is chief e guejl. 
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Bid the Drumme not leave to teach^ 

The Souldiers fainting heart to heate^ 
JSfor warres lond mnficke Canmi ceafe^ 
Breajis with deathfidl fire to heaie. 

Thy waving Rnfignes in the aire difflay^ 
The Generali lives ^ tis triimfhes Holy day. 


Come bright vertues that refds 
In heave?i, as in your profer fpheare^ 
Though all contained in the faire bride^ 
Chajlity doe iho7i firji appear^ 

With Tempei^ance and innocent grace^ 
Rofe-colourd Modefly and truths 
Dance harmlejfe meafures in this place^ 
With health, and a perpetuall youth : 

A 7 id all your Virgin Trophies bring away. 

To grace thefe Nuptialls^ Triumphs Holyday, 


A Dance. 


Tri. You have out hearty thanhs; and we fhal 
lludy 

To give you faire requitall ; come my Lord 
Eredl your drowlie fpirits, let your foule 
Dance ayiy meafures in your jocund breail ; 

This is a day on which each Bridegroome ought 
To weare no earth about him ; ayre and fire 
Are Hymens proper elements, your mirth 
Ought to infufe into your frolicke guefls, 

An humour apt for revelling and fport : 

Your difpofition is more dull, than if 
You were to be chiefe mourner at a Coarfe 
For fhame fhake off this fadneffe. 

Ador. It becomes you 
To fay truth fcurvily, I doe not like it, 

You looke as if /ad loff fome vidlorie. 
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Of which your hope had an aHurance ; Shall I tell 
your Lordfhip 
A very pleafant ilory ? 


Enter VitellL 


Dor, It mufl be, 

If it be delightfull to me, a difcourfe 
Of fome quicke meanes to free me from this cruell 
Oppreffive weight offleih, which does entombe 
My martyr’d foule, that like to fulphury fire 
Hid in a Mountains entrayles, flrives to burll 
The prifon, and fiye upwards, it muft needs 
Be a fad wedding, when the Bridegroome weares 
His Nuptiall livery on his eyes in teares. 

Vit, Friend, this is 
A pafiion too efifeminate for a heart 
Endu’d with manly courage ; things pafl helpe 
Should be pail thought, your fadneffe cafls a Cloud 
Upon the luilre of this Ladyes looks, 

You make her dimme the brightnefie of her eyes 
With unbecomming teares, if you continue 
This ilrange diilraSion, 

Sab, Alas my Lord, 

Let me participate your caufe of forrow, 

And be a willing partner in your griefe, 

Which like a violent Current that o’re-flowes 
The neighbouring fields and medowes in its rage, 
Into two ilreames divided, fmoothly runnes, 

Kiifing with calme lips the imprifoning banks, 
Would, though too mighty for you, when my foule 
Should vent a part of it, be milde, and paife 
Away without diilurbance of your peace, 

Which to procure I would even buxft my heart 
With fighes devoted to your quiet, and 
Become a loving fountaine by my teares 
Shed without intermiffion. 

Dor, Gentle Lady, 
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I am at fuch an enmity with fate, 

Makes me incapable of ought but griefe. 
But I lhall fludy to declare how much 


E 7 itcr Eurione^ Ckrifeay Corim. LaB. Bon., 

I am indebted to your care — good heaven 
Send downe lome Angell to protedl my heart, 

Or my religion will fcarce ilay my hand, 

For a(5ling wilfuU violence on my life, 

I have fuckt poyfon from her eyes, that will 
Like to juyce of Hemlocke drowne my foule 
In a forgetfull Lethargy, or oppreffe 
My temperate faculties with madneUe, 

Tru Cofen y'are welcome, know this vertuous 
Lady 

Who has redeemed the Generali 
ChrL Sir, 

Ime come to gratulate your beauteous bride, 

And wifh you joyes immortalL 
Sab. I hope Madam, 

My innocence has gi^n you no offence, 

That you refufe me, being a flranger to you, 

The Ceremonious wifhes, which pertaine 

To new made Brides, and onely doe conferre them 

Ypon ray Lord. 

Chru Your happineffe already 
Is fo fuperlative, I cannot thinke 
A new addition to it, you enjoy 
The very fumme of fortune in your match. 

To fuch a noble and illullrious husband. 

I can no longer hold my paffion in, 

Thefe walls of flefh 

Are not of flrength fufiicient to conta}me 
My big fwolne heart : My Lords behold a creature 
So infinitely wretched, I deferve not 
The meanefl fhew of pitty, who have, like 
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A filly merchant, trifled away a jemme, 

The darling of the quarry, loft a love 
By my too foolilh niceneffe, to regaine 
Whofe forfeiture I would lay downe my life : 

But he is gone for ever, and I left 
A pittious fpedlacle for the reproach 
And fcome of wifer women. 

Etcr. Is this poflible % 

Was all her paflion to VitelH feigned 1 
My hopes recover life agen. 

Trz, Why Chrifea^ 

Whence fprings this paflionate fury ? 

Chri, Oh my Lord, 

When you fhall heare it, you will figh for me. 

And filed a charitable teare, at thought 
Of my unkinde difafter : fir my Juftice 
Cannot accufe your conftancy, which ftood 
In the firft tryall of your love, as faft 
And fpotlefle as an Alablafter rocke, 

That had it but perfifted in that height 

Of honourable loyalty, your glory 

'Had been advanced to heaven, as the fixft ftarre, 

To guid all lovers through the rough 

Seas of affedlion. 

Vit This taxation 

Cannot be juft from you, who did enforce 
The fad revolt upon him. 

Dor, Is there in heaven 
No friendly boult left that wiU ftrike this firame 
Into the center, and fet free a wretch 
(So overgrowne with mifery) from life, 

That death would be a comfort above health, 

Or any worldly blefling, may time blot 
My name out of his Booke, that fuch a Prodigy 
May not affright fucceffion, nor fticke 
Like an orefpreading Leprofie upon 
The beautious face of manhood. 

Chri, Oh my Lord, 


to 
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Each griefe of which y’are fenfible, is mine. 

And not your torment, eveiy figh you breath 

Is an affidling motion, expir’d 

By my vext fpirit, ‘and if you could weepe, 

Each drop would be my blood, who ain the fpring 
Of the whole flood of forrow ; oh forgive 
The too exceeding honor of my love, 

I would have had you for your perfedl truth 
So glorious ; your loyalty fhould not 
Eor prefervation of your fame, have needed 
To adopt a ftatue for its heire, or builded 
A monumentall pyramid, but love 
Is ofttimes loves undoing. 

TrL This is fuch 
A cunning labyrinth of forrow, that 
No clew can lead them out of. 

Dor, It would be 

A great afiront to mifery, fliould there live 
A perfon halfe fo wretched to out-dare 
The flrength of my affliction, me thinkes 
Ime like fome aged mountaine that has flood 
In the feas watry bofome, thoufand fhocks 
Of threatning tempefts, yet by th’ flattering waves, 
That cling and curie about his ftony limbes, 

Is undermind and mind, I have fcap’d 
Warres killing dangers, and by peacefull love, 
Suffer a flrange fubverlion, Oh Chrifea^ 

While I have reafon left that can diflinguilh 
Things with a code and undiftraCled fence, 

Eet’s argue mildly the unhappy caufe 
Of our undoings, 

Mur, Truely After, 

^Twas a fufpicious rafhneffe, I could wifh 
You never had attempted. 

CAr£, My Lord, 

Humane condition alwaies cenfures things 
By their event, my aimes have had fuccefle 
So flrangely hapleffe, that will blail the truth 
Of their intentions purity, I never 
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Harbor’d the leafL fufpicion of your faith, 
Which I did ftrive to perfedt, by the tefl, 

As richefl gold refind, and purg’d from droffe 
Of other bafer metals, and befides 
The triall of your conftancy, I meant 
To found Vitellies depth ; upon whofe love 
My fifter doted, fo that I was loath 
To fee her caft the treafure of her heart 
Upon a flranger, of whofe conllancy 
She had too fmall afifurance. 

Tri. Gentle Cofen, 

Your good intents encounter’d bad fuccelTe, 

Eut I admire, fince you mufl needs have notice 
Of his difafler, that the law would pafife 
Upon his life, you did not to prevent 
Ail other virgin interceffors hafte 
To pay the early tribute 'of your love. 

ChrL My wretched fate 
With a too quiche prevention has orethrowne 
The juilneffe of my purpofe, I relyed 
So much upon his nobleneffe, I thought 
The ugly horror of a thoufand deaths 
Could not have mov’d his temper, and befides, 
Kinowing his mighty courage, I permitted 
The law proceed upon him, that hereafter 
He might be fure no merit can appeafe 
Offended juflice, otherwife I could 
Eafily have Hop’d this mifchiefe. 


Enter Bonivet. 

Tri, How Chrifea ? I imderiland you not 
C^ri, Lady, to quit all fcruple that I doe not 
with 

Yours and your Lords fucceeding happinefie, He 
offer 

Something as an oblation that fliall adde 
Peace to your nuptiall garland (fee my Lord) 
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My Cofen Bonivet lives* 

Tri, Lives ? La6iantio did not you informe us 
That he was dead, and you had caus’d his body 
To be prepar’d for funeralH which occafioned 
The Generalls fuddaine tryall, becaufe our cuilome 
Does not permit the corpes to be entomb’d, 

Before the murderer have his fentence, fir you fhall 
know 

What tis to mocke the ilate thus. 

La£i, Good my Lord 
Heare but my juft excufe, I am fo much 
The faire Chrifeas beauty’s by fuch ties 
Oblig’d to ferve her, that I choofe to hazzard 
The anger of the Hate ere her dilpleafure, 

And doe fubmit me to your gracious cenfure. 

Chru I mufl confirra’t, 

Sir it was I who caus’d him to conceale 

My Cofen Bonivet^ for the caufes which 

I did declare before, and now my felfe 

Having receiv’d a fatisfying proofe 

Of his affedlion, came refolv’d to cleare 

Thefe mifly errors, but my cmell fate 

Has like a fuddaine florme which has beate downe 

A goodly field of Handing Come even ripe 

For the laborious fickle, crufli’d my hopes 

In one fad minute into nothing. 

Sah. My Lord I owe 
Such an obedient duty to your peace, 

That though my heart does with to waite on yours 
For ever \ fince I fee betwixt this Lady 
And you fuch firme apparences of love, 

If the law pleafe to allow it, I refigne 
My interefl to her and be fortunate 
To fee you two live happy. 

ViL Since the marriage 
Has not arriv’d to confummating a6l, 

I doe beleeve this may be done. 

TrL Doe not delude 

Your favour with vaine hopes, the law cannot 
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Difpenfe with the flncSt Cannon, tis impoffible 
You Ihould be feparated. 

Dor, This happineffe 
Was too extreamely good to be confirm’d 
To filch a wretch as I am : I am like 
One that did dreame of a huge maffe of wealth, 

And catching at it, grafp’d the fleeting ayre, 

And waking grieves at the delufion. 

Sab, Sir 

Refume your antient quiet, the formall lawe 
Shall not oppofe your peace. He difanull 
The marriage eafily, and moil noble Lord 
Pardon your humble fervant. 

Dor. Sure this is 

Some apparition to confirme my faith, 

Speake, art thou my SabellL 
Vit, Yes tis he, 

Fate would not fuifer two fuch noble foules 
To be fo difunited, gentle boy. 

Thy duty to thy Mailer will continue, 

Thy name in ilory, as the great example 
Of loyalty in fervants. 

Sab, ’Twas the zeale 
I ought in duty to my Mailers life, 

Hath put me on the attempt, which if he pardon, 
I’me fully fatisfied. 

Dor. ' My joyes 

Does with a iuddain extaiie opprefle 
My fraile mortality, and I ihould finke, 

Wert not for my fupporters, my Sabelli^ 

Thou hall reilofd two lovers to their bliffe, 

Whofe gratitude ihall pay to thy defert 
The tribute of their hearts : Deare Madam, now 
I hope your fcrupulous doubts will remaine free 
From any new fufpition. 

ChrL Since I have fcap’d the danger pail, be- 
leeve ile avoyd 

The like hereafter ; my Lord pleafe you confirme 
My cho5de ,* and let my fifter be difpos’d 
To good he deferves her. 
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TrL Your wifhes are fulfild, Cofen Bonivet wel- 
come to life 

Agen ; you and the Generali mull be friends. 

Dor. Your goodneffe will pardon my misfortune ? 
Bon. And delire to be elleem’d your fervant. 


Enter Frmigi^an. 

Fran. With your leave gentlemen : Madam I have 
fuch newes to tell you, as will tickle your underftand- 
ing, to beleeve the Generali is married ; and more, 
Signior Doria^ Lord Bonivet lives ; That’s lucky newes 
for you. 

Dor. He’s here, good Signior Frangi^an. 

Fran. My newes has ever the worft lucke ; I mull 
refolve to leave it off. 

Ador. But lir I have fome fuddaine newes to tell 
you : 

The thoufand Ducats you contrafled to pay me, 

When you could underlland the French as perfedlly 
As my felfe; by all thefe Lords indifferent judge- 
ment is 

Due on this very minute. 

Fran. This is newes indeed ; you do not mean to 
make a gul of me, a figo for a thoufand Ducats : as I 
am a gentleman I know not French for any thing, not 
for an Alfe : good your grace let mee not be abus’d. 
Cor. ’Twas I my Lord who made the bargaine 
with him, 

The mony is not due untill my Cozen 
Have French as perfedl as himfelfe. 

Dor. He has, ile beare him witneffe; for Adorni 
Speakes not one true French word. 

Fran. How not one true French Word 1 
Ador. No not a word, you mull disburfe. 

Fran. Tutor, ile tell you newes, 

You made a foole of mee, 

I could abufe him horribly, 
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If I duril for feare of beating. 

Ador. My Lord 
If he will undertake warres, 

He quit my bargayne. 

Fran, He pay it trible firft, the name of warre 
Has brought an age on me. 

2rL You two agree that : Cozens I rejoyce 
To fee this happy period of your loves. 

Lef s backe unto the Temple, that the Prieft 
May by his facred power unite your hearts. 

Lead to the Temple. 


Exeunt 




The Epilogue. 

trangipan. 

G Entlemen^ He tell you NeweSy the Play is done^ 
And he that writ it betwixt hope and Feare 
Stands penfive in the Tyring-koufe to heare 
Your Cenfures of his Play : Good Gentlemen 
Let it be kindy or otherwife his Pen 
Will write but dully y for he needs muji lacke 
If you difprayfit the quickning Spirit of Sacke 
To inflame Ms Genius^ which yoiile ever find 
Devoted to you, if your Votes be kind. 


FINIS. 
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TO THE 


RIGHT HONOURABLE, 

JEROME^ Earle of 
PORTLAND. 


My Lord, 

dications, from fome Writers are 
1 meere Cttjiowies ; from others Com- 
plements ; but from mee Tidtker : 
my Mufe being yet too young to be autho- 
rized by Cujiome., to intrude upon a Patron, 
( this being the earlieji fight of her ambition : ) 
and my Reafon too old to fifper mee to be 
guilty of Complement to one fo furnifhed 
•with all Reality and Worth as is your 
Ijordfhip. My -motim. Sir, to this a'udacious 
errour is only the pretence of my refpeEiive 
dutie; and for that caufe, •will (I hope) 





The Epiftle Dedicatorie. 

merit an indulgent pardon. What you Jhall 
here find Jet down, were the Maiden-Studies 
of a Mufe, which qfpires to no other Fame 
than your allowance : nor can my felfe 
aichi^e a greater quiet to my foule, nor ayme 
a higher glorie, than to fee my felfe by your 
free acceptance of this triviall Sacrifice 
ranMd amcnigd 

The humblefi homurers of 
your Name and Family : 


Henry Glapthorne. 
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Vpon the Duke of York his 
Birth-night at Richmond. 

To the Prince, and the reft of his 
Maiesties Children. 


Lejfmgs furround this Prefence : To begin 
Our votes to You without a praier, were 
fin 

^Gainft our religious loyalty : could our 

care 

And zeal transform our very fouls to praier ; 

Twere a juft tribute due to You, who are 
The beft of Princes ; each of You a Starre 
That gilds our Brittifh Orb with rayes more bright 
Than was in Paradife the worlds fixft light 
Hark ! whence this fuddain harmony I the Spheares 
Strive to divulge their duties ; there appeares 
A generall joy in Heav’n ; dus night has hurld, 

In Head of darkneffe, gladnefle ore the world ; 

Has calm’d the fea, on which the Tritons play, 

And Syrens iing, for joy j not to betray. 

But why this triumph ? ’Twas becaufe this night 
Sweet Prince, Your Birth did beautifie the light ; 








1 68 Poems, 

Adjudge a fecond Columne to fuftaine 
The glorious building of your Fathers raigne, 

To be our fecond Hope, the caufe that we 
Doe pay our vowes to this Solemnitie, 

In wiihes, which a Mother might beht, 

Or a full Lover in his zeal of wit 
May all Your lives he one continued Youths 
Attended on by healthy mirths beautie, truth. 

May You live free from dangers, nay from fears, 
And grow in graces as You do in years : 

Shoot up like inf ant- Cedar s,Jiraight and even, 

Till Your brave Heads afpire to neighbour^ Heaven 
While wee, with a mofi humble flame infpi'Pd, 

Live to behold Your worth, and to admiriU 
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Entertainment to the Prince EkElor 
at Mr. Osbaljioris. 


P Rotedl me my bell Stars ! A. fuddain fear 
Seifes my faculties ; there’s fomething here 
Surely includes dmnely now I fee 
A power inferiour fcarce to MajeHie ; 

Claimes my Prerogative ; which, fince to You, 
To Whom the place is confecrate by vow, 

I do rehgn with freedome ; blell Delight 
For this ihall change her Tempe, and invite 
The jocund Graces hither, to eredl 
Their Pallace here, Mirth being th’ Architedl : 
Favonian winds ihall with as mild a breath 
As is expir’d by fpotleile babes in death, 

Here one continued fummer flill difplay, 

Making this feem a new Arabia, 

But whence affume I this Prophetick rage ? 

Rapt with whofe facred furie, I prefage 
This happy Omen ? Tis your fmiles infpire 
(Gracious and Noble) with ^theriaJl fire ^ 

My firolly foule (fo as Promethian heat 

Gave the cold clay warmth, mafculine and great). 

Thus for my felfe. The places Genius now 

For your Inviter, who by me does vow 

His heart your humble Sacrifice ; fince Heaven 
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Accepts a graine of Incenfe, that is given 
With a true zeale, better than pounds of Gumms, 
Or Alters fmoking with fat Hecatombs 
From fain’d Devotion : He does hope Your eyes 
Will dart a beame to fire his Sacrifice ; 

Whofe quickning luilre, like the Sun may bring 
Upon the place and him, a conftant Spring. 





To Lucinda^ upon the firft fight 
of her Beautie. 

E Ntountring her, I thought the morning Star 
Had left the Nahafheans^ till on her 
My wondring eyes with a more perfedl fight 
Gazing, beheld, that Venus was but bright, 

Shee glorious. To venture to compare 
Her cheeks to Lillies, Sun-beams to her hair, 

Were to allow her mortall : far from me 
Be fo miich fin ’gainft beauties Deitie. 

Tell the wild Indian that with prollrate breft 
Adores the Sun-rife in the gorgeous Eafi, 

His labour's loH ; tis needlefie any more 
To fifh for Pearle or Diamond on their Ihore : 

Nor Pearls, nor Diamonds, Rubies, or the reft 

Of Metaphors, by which are oft expreft 

Our common beauties, nere can hope to be 

Grac'd, by being uf 'd as an Hyperbolic 

In her delineation. 'Twas the light 

Of her bright eyes depriv'd mine of the fight 

They once enjoy'd : ^ofe fools who fought to make 

A Star of Berenices haire, might take 

Hers for a Planet, fix it, and ne're fear 

To dazzle Phosbus luftre in the fphear. 
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Lucinda defend d. 


T Here’s not an eye that views Lucindds face. 
But wondring at the perfed grace 
That does within that modell reft, 

Efteems her moft tranfcendently above 
The power of Fancie, Art, or Love, 

Truly to be expreft. 

To fay each golden trefte that does adome 
Her glorious Forehead might bee wome 
By Itino or by beauties Queene, 

Were to prophane her facred threds ; for they 
Could not fuch precious Locks difplay 
On the Idalim Greene. 

They are then gorgeous ornaments, and bee 
The upper branches of that tree 
"V^ch eafily does men intice, 

Beleeving it the tree of life, to fay 
That they have found a ready way 
To th’ long loft Paradice. 

Her IViie Forehead curious Nature hath 
Created for the milkie path ; 

By which the covetous gazers feek 
To find a pafiage by her tempting eyes 
Without their foules intire furprize 
To th’ Apples in her cheek. 
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Thofe funs of brightnelfe which fo farre oubfhine 
Humanitie, that their divine 

Luftre perfwades us, ’tis no fin 
To think each as a Seraphin does Hand 
To guard that blefi. forbidden Land, 

And the faire fruit within. 

Of which her lips like fwelling Grapes appeare, 

The fweeteft children of the yeare, 

In Natures crimfon liv’rie drell, 

And by her balmie breath, to ripeneffe brought 
They fmile, then blufii, as if they fought 
Strait foftly to be preft. 

Then (as two full Pomegranates) lower growes 
Her breails j fuch wouders fure as thofe 
Will force nice mif-beliefe to know 
That miracles as yet unceaf ’d remaine, 

Since there doth flourifh in each veine 
Violets on Halks of Snow. 

But thefe (though true defcriptions) are fo farr 
Beneath her worth, I have a Waix 
Within my penfive foule, to fee 
So many wondrous rare Perfedlions dwell 
In one, yet find no Parallell 
In fpacious Poetrie. 
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To Lucinda departing. 


O H ! flay JLiicinday and let flie 

A thoufand loves from thy bright eye. 
By which infpir’d I will expreffe 
Thy beauties, my faire Shepheardefle. 

Thy Cheek, loves Tempe, where does grow 
Warme Rofes in foft beds of Snow. 

This wonder (Dearefl) is to tell 
The world, th’ art Beauties miracle. 

The envious Panther, at thy breath, 
Excelling his, does figh to death ; 

And at the luflre of thine eye 
Stars wink, are buried in the Skie. 

The amorous Thorne (that does intwine 
In pricklie armes the Eglantine,) ^ 

When thou thy brightneffe doft difplay, 
Bloffomes, and makes even Winter May. 

The wanton Syrens that beguile 
With flatt’ring accents, at thy fmile 
Chaunt layes as harmleffe as the Dove, 

Or Bed-brefL when fhe courts her Love. 

But all thefe glories could not fire 
My froflie foule with big defire ; 

The C-aufe that made Lucinda mine 
Could not be humane, Ihee’s divine. 
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To Lucinda weeping. 

W Eep not Lucindse, ’lelie you meane 

To purge the world from filth, as cleane 
As are your thoughts ; too rich a prize 
For earth, is fiich a facrifice. 

Such tears as yours, fuppofe young May 
Does to the flowers each morning pay. 

Such tears mufl fure all eyes intice 
To think your Eyes Loves Paradice. 

Oh 1 they have emptied Natures Store, 

Made Snow, and emulous Chryflall poore : 

Your tears may juflly claim pretence 
To be the balme of Innocence. 

But leafl fuch Gemmes fliould be confin’d 
To earth ; behold the amorous wind 
Catching them, fixes every one 
In heaven, a Conflellarion. 

But fince (my dearefl) thou wilt weep, 

Thy tears for holyer ufes keep ; 

When plagues upon the earth are hurld, 

Let fall one drop, ’twill fave the world. 
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To Liccinda^ A New-years Gift. 

D Raw that black vail, (my fair one) do not flirowd 
Thofe eyes in lilken mills, or in a cloud 
Of waving Curie : be mercifull, appear 
Like thy bright felf, and bring the infant Year 
Into the world ; old Time her Mother^s run 
Into fo dull a Lethargic j the Sun 
Is frozen in his couch, and cannot rife 
Til thaw'd by th’ template vertue of thine eies, 

Thofe foft and gentle Stars, whofe pure and clear 
Rayes, from the Chaos would have forc'd the year. 
Up then, lUullrious Beautie, gild the day ; 

Change Januarie into youthfull May. 

See the cold earth does Winters liv'rie Ihift, 

Off 'ring the frefh Spring as your New-years Gift ; 
While the pale CouJOip does the Primrofe call 
To wait on You at this new Feflivall, 

Created by your beams : the Winds invite 
The nimble winged mefTengers of light, 

The early Lark, and chirping Thrufii to tune 
Their notes as chearfuUy, as when in June 
They foftly whifper to the azure skie 
Of a clear day, a beauteous Augurie. 

How trivial is a Po^ts force 1 I can 
Teach birds fadmire you, the rich Ocean 
Tender its mines of Pearl, the Earth falute 
Thee with its choifeE metals, flowrs and fruit 
Impofe a tribute on the Sun, force Stars 
T' adore you more than erring Mariners 
Do them in TempeEs. But when I impart 
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An offering on the Alter of my heart 
To thy commanding Deity, I can pay 
Nought but a wreath of^ Mirtle or of Bay, 

A Poets humble facrifice ; unleffe 
My wilhes (which realitie expreffe, 

Though unperform’d) may guiltlefly afpire 
To die the Martyrs of your facred hre. 

May all the happinelTe Heav’n can conferre 
Be adled on your lives faire Theater : 

May you be chafl as beautiful! j mifchance 
Never diHurbe your peace, not in a trance : 

May you live long, and healthful! : may no page 
Of your !ives volume, have a line for Age 
To write his gaflly name in ; but when Time 
Grows old and fickly on you, and does clime 
With eager feet, your hill of youth, may adl 
His Heps be flip’rie, may he backward fall 
Beyond his fates recoverie, till hee bring 
Your fading minutes back into the fpring 
Of llrength and beauty, ’till your cheek does wear 
The fame bright lullre that adorns this year. 

Which I doe with the power of gentle Fate 
May to my Love and yours make fortunate. 
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To Sleepy upon Lucinda 
layd to reft. 


H Ence ugly Image of grim death i how dare 
Thy fawcie boldnelTe venture on this faire 
Epitome of heaven ? Doll think that Ihee 
Participates of firaile mortalitie 
In fuch a drowfie palTion ? (Foole) go llretch 
Thy remiffe wings ore fome poore aguilh wretch, 
Some withered Hag, whom for her youths loofe fin, 
Juft heaven has deftin’d to be kept within 
The prifon of her bed; from her be gone : 

The light can fufter no privation. 

Wert thou not ftupid, deafe ? didft thou not heare 
When Ihee enrich'd her pillow, how each Spheare 
Striv’d to exprefte its dutie, which fhould bee 
Prime Quirifter, in whiftling harmonic 
To th' Citizens in Heaven, who at that call 
Invited Saints to chant a Madrigaii 
Devoted to her filent reft ? The Ayre 
•Grew clear and pleafing, every cloud fo fayre ; 
Heav'ns forehead wore no wrinkles, violent floods 
Kifs'd the fmooth pebles, and the woods 
With their Inhabitants conjoyn'd in this, 

T' afford her fenfes a fweet Exftafis. 

Didft thou not fee how every glorious Star 

With their pale Miftns Moon, to wait on her, 

Oflicioufly contradled their dim light 

To Tapers, that at opening of her fight 

They might new gild their Rayes. The Indian which 
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Had nere been poor, had he not firft been rich, 

Dives for unvalued Pearle, and fears to rife 
Till he can borrow luflre from her Eyes 
To polifh his dull Merchandize. Oh fliee ! 

The Abflradl of all which wild 'Poetrie 
In its loofe raptures taught, wherein her reft 
Invites the Winds (as when the Phoenix neft 
Is by their flavour fir’d) to mix their breaths 
With hers, fo precious, that (abortive Death’s 
Firft child) dull Sleep, like to the Nightman, mull 
By ftealth injoy it : fee the parched Dull 
Turns to Affyrian odors, and does skip 
Like an enamor’d Fairie to her Lip, 

Where Venus Rofes grow. Reft fafe, my Sweet, 

Till Sylvans wake, and till the Mufes greet 
Thee with their choifeft harmonie ; till night 
Acknowledge all that it injoy es of light, 

To thee the Queen of Splendor, whole bright Rayes 
Renewes in mee.the more than Halcion dayes 
Love in its Primitive purenefle wore. Then rife, 
And let mine draw new Influence from .thine Eyes. 
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To hiLcinda : inviting her from 
her Chamber. 

W Hat means this abfence (fair One) % What fad 
doom 

Impofe you on your felf, that one poor Room 
Includes your glorious Beautie % Is the Ayr 
Lehe wholfome here, the Skie leUe clear, lelTe fair % 

Or to inrich that, have you tane a pride 
Meaning f impovhilh all the Rooms belide ? 

The little Birds that by the Window flie 
Wanting your prelence, ilraight fall down and die : 
And I, who eafly could have fixt your Name 
A Planet in the Firmament of Fame ; 

Who could have dreft your head with Lightning, and 
Hung at each Hair a Starrie Diamond ; 

Who could have fent the cunning Boy to feek 
His lail loft Arrow in your polilh’d Cheek ; 

Who could have raif d a Mount upon your Lip, 

On which {like Fairies) all the Loves Ihould trip, 

And added to your Breath fuch a perfume, 

As ever fpending, never Ihould confume : 

Who could have fetcht the Indies (both) to deck 
This well-form'd IvTie Pallace of your Neck j 
And like a cunning Painter, have expreft 
The Worlds perfections in your Globe-like Breft : 
Praifmg each Feature fo, till every part 
Appear your Face, and Conquer’d every heart. 

I for a wreath of Willow call away 
My flowiy Chaplet of the greener Bay : 
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Dipping my Pen in tears, what ere it be 
That I would write, it proves an Elegie. 

You mufl expell this Sadneffe : You, whofe light 
Eclipfes that pale Yirgin'of the Night, 

The folitary Moon, whofe every Ray 
Tranfcends the clearell luflre of the Day : 

You in whofe eyes fit flames, which can beget 
Themfelves a living Spheer in every Wit : 

You that are All Women can be, and more 
Than Youth and Beauty ere difclof ’d before : 

Who doe refemble Heav’n fo neer, You’d want 
Onely the Name (not Nature) of a Saint. 

You with a fmile, can like the Well-wind bring 
An unexpedled Summer on the Spring ; 

And with one Beame, or comfortable Glance 
Rauilh my foule into fo high a trance, 

That Your bright Head fliall hit the Stars, and flie 
To Heaven o’ th’ fwift wings of my Poefie : 

While I, with equall feare and hope polfeU, 

Tender my Heart your Sacrifice, and reR 


Your Servant. 
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ToLitcinda. He being in Prifon* 

R Eceive thefe lines from your imprifon’d Friend, 
As the laft Farewell which his hand mufl 
fend 

To greet your Eyes from which mine borrowed 
light 

To guide my wandiing Fande to the fight 
Of Mortals wonder, in your Effence : Love 
Firfl darted E.aies from thofe bright Stars to move 
Me to admire your Beautie : But agen 
To make old Nature proud, as when my ?en< 

Flowd with mellifluous Epithites, to fhow 
The glorious fhape Ihee fully did bellow 
On your unequal’d Frame. To fay your haire 
Are nets of Gold, whofe Tramels might infnare 
The King of gods ; or that your Iv'rie brefls 
Are Balls of Camphire, fweeter than the nefls 
Where the Arabian Phenix does defire 
To burne her felfe ; (as I have done, in fire 
More precious than her Funerall flames) would add 
New griefs, fo powerfull as would force mee mad 
(Were I of flronger temper). Since I’ve lofl 
Thofe rarities bought with the pricelefCe.Coft 
Of my unvalued Libertie : which now 
I mufl forgoe for ever ; from the Ybw 
You made before the Hierarchie of Heaven 
(Which now I fummon witnefles how even. 

My Love has been) I free you ; If you heare 
That wilfully I perifh’d, one DOor teare 
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(I aske no more) fhed, and my Soule, when Death 
Has robd my carcafie of its loathed breath, 

Shall pray, that you hereafter may poffeCfe 
A Friend that lov’d your Memorie no leffe 
Than I, who fpight of Fortune will be blefl 
That once I was term’d Yours; though now I refl 
Foriakem— — 
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To Lucinda^ revolted from him, 

T Was I who made thee Beauteous before ; 

You might have fate regardleffe at your dore. 
Or paft the Streets (as other Women doe) 

Without falutes, or being congee'd to : 

When now each eye that fees thee, does admire 
To view a mortall Creature to afpire 
So neer the Heavenly EHence j every tongue 
(Since I fet out thy Excellence among 
Men of ingenuous Spirits) llrives to raife 
Thy Name beyond the name of Praife. 

Nature did well (I muft confeffe) to frame 
Thee of her choifeE Matter ; for the fame 
You Eand indebted to her, and ^tis fit 
You Ihould acknowledge thankfulnefie for it 
The Orient Pearl new taken from the fhell 
Though E be as precious in it felf, to fell. 

Cannot fo fitting and commodious bee 
As when ^tis polifhd by a Lapidarie, 

The glifiring Diamond fhines not to the fight 
Till by the Mill and Cutter Eis made bright ; 

You had as much implicite Beautie (true) 

As now you have, when firfi I did you view ; 

But like a Diamond clouded ore with Drofle, 

It gave fmall luEre, caufe unknown it was : 

I polifli’d it by giving it a Name ; 

Beautie’s regardleffe, till adorn'd by Fame. 

But Oh the Faith of Women ! Can there be 
Evafions found for fuch ApoEacie 
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As is in you 1 what Penance can abridge 
Such an Impietie, fuch dire Sacriledge 
’Gainft Love's imperiall Godhead, to refill, 

Contemn his Orgies, which by me his Priefl 
He did enjoyn, by his own powerfiill Name 
You fhould obferve with a religious Flame ? 

And you had vow’d to do it, fwore that I 
Should offer up to his great Deitie 
Your heart j which Love himfelf would not defpife 
(But beg for fuch a welcome Sacrifice, 

More precious than the fweet Panchayan Gumms, 

The Phoenix Pile, or fuming Hecatombs). 

But as a vapour which the flatt’ring Sun 
Attradls to th’ pure Ayrs middle Region, 

Under pretence to give a new Starre birth, 

And throwes a fading Meteor to the Earth \ 

So fell your Heart from Love’s unfpotted Throne 
By your intemp’rate violation 
Of Vows to me : in which if you perfiff, 

Mercie will blot you from her candid Lift, 

As a prodigious Monfter, and firme Truth 
Blufii at a perjurie fo black in Youth, 

So white as yours : at which the Rofe-cheek’d Morne 
Might once have borrow’d luftre, and unftiome 
Apollo brightneffe : Oh I why fhould there reft 
Such falfhood, fuch unkindneffe in a Breft 
Whofe fuperficiall figure does outgoe 
In whitneffe Lillies, or untrodden Snow ? 

IngratefuU Woman ! what unbome offence 
Can give a fpecious Shadow, a Pretence 
To thy unhallow’d falftiood % what ftrange Caufe 
Thy fuddain change, this alteration drawes % 

Perhaps now I have fet thy Beautie forth, 

With all the Attributes exprefling Worth, 

That when I did but fpeak of thee, or ^rote 
Fancie and Love daunc’d in each Epithite. 

Some other Suitor, who to pleafe your eares, 
Purchafes Raptures, which his dull brain bears 
As Parrots what is taught them, who can fpeak 
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But by tradition has furpriz’d your weak 
Imagination ; and does proudly boaft 
In gaining that which me moil labour coil. 

Or elfe perhaps your over-curious eye 
Has fpy’d fome new unknown deformitie 
In me ; or ’t may be poffible you think 
(Which is moil likely) that the Mufes drink 
Is quite exhaulled ; that my wearie Quill 
Wants moiilure to explain your Praifes ilill, 

In that full way, that over-liberall ilrain 
My Genius us'd at iiril your Love to gain. 

If this be it_5 I’ll fill the Dap/mean Quire 
With a freih Chaunter, fnatch bright Fhcehus Lyre 
From his fwift Fingers, and once more rehearie 
Thy worth in fuch a ftrange mellifluous Verfe, 
That fweet Propertius ihall his Cynthia tell 
Thy Praifes do her Luilre far excel! ; 

Gabius ihall weep that his Lycoris name 
Is now furpafl 'd by thy immortall Fame : 

And (my great Mailer) Ovid fhall confeile 
Corynnds fhining Beaune to be leffe 
Than thine : iince he, for his Corynnds fake 
Did only three Books of Loves choice Art make ; 
But I for thine will fuch Conceits deviie, 

That after no Invention ihall arife. 

Yeeld then, and let us ryot in the Sweets 
That in Youth, Love, and glorious Beauty meets ; 
That all the gods may envie to behold 
XJs over-doe their Fables : Danaes Gold 
Be counted Droffe, and Loedds Swan appear 
Black as a Crow, when whiter Thou art there. 
Firil ihall my Lips with an unvalued Kiffe 
Suck from (thofe fragrant Mountainets of bliffe) 
Thy melting Lips, more fweetneffe than the Bees 
Extradl from Rofes, or Hyblcean Trees, 

When to the Ayr their tender wings they yeeld, 
And with their mouths depopulate the field. 

And then defcending to thy Iv’rie Neck 
My wandring Fancie ihall my dull Lips check, 
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That they ore-llipt thy Cheek ; thence they fhall flye 
With hot properdion to thy flaming Eye j 
Thence to that fmooth, that polifli’d plain of Snow^ 
On which thy Brells (thofe Hils of wonder) grow. 
Where little Cupids daunce, and do contend 
Which of them flrfi: lhall venture to defcend 
To the Elifian Yallies, that doe lie 
’Twixt them and their rich Mine of puritie. 

Thy flender Wafte. What does remain below, 

’Tis fit that none but you and I fliould know, 

When like a venfrous well refolved man 
I fail through your unfathom’d Ocean 
To Loves fafe Harbour ; Tm too modefi (Sweet) 
With wide expreffions of our Loves to greet 
Thy willing eares, fince I for my part meane* 

In Adlion. not in Words to be ebfoene. 
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V Nclofe thofe Eye-lids, and out-dime 

The brightneUe of the breaking day ; 
The light they cover is divine, 

Why fhould it fade fo foone away ? 

Stars vanilh fo, and day appeares, 

The Sun's fo drown'd i’ th' morning’s teares. 


Oh 1 let not fadnelTe cloud this Beautie, 
Which if you lofe you’ll nere recover ; 
It is not Love’s, but Sorrowes dutie 
To die fo foon tor a dead Lover. 
Banifh, oh 1 banifh griefe, and then 
Our Joyes will bring our Hopes agen. 






Epithalamium. 

T He Joyes of Youth, and what the Spring 
Of Health, Strength, Happinefs can bring. 
Wait upon this Noble paire. 

Lady, may you ftill be faire 
As earlieft Light, and^ftil enjoy 
Beauty which Age cannot deilroy. 

May you bee fruitful! as the Day ; 

Never Sigh but when you Pray ; 

Know no Grief, but what may bee 
To temper your Felicitie. 

And You my Lord, may trueil Fame 
Still attend on your great Name. 

Live both of you efpouf ’d to Peace, 

And with your years, let Love increafe. 

Goe late to Heaven, but comming thither. 
Shine there, two glorious Starres together. 
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Epithalamium. 


T He holy Priefl had joynd their Hands, and now 
Night grew propitious to their bridall Vow ; 
Majeflick luna^ and young Hymen dyes 
To light their Pines at the fair Virgins eyes; 

The little Graces amoroufly did skip 
With the fmall Cupids from each Lip to Lip ; 

Venus her felf was prefent, 'and uritide 
Her Virgin Zone, when loe on either fide 
-Stood as her Hand-maids, .Chaflitie and Truth, 

With that immaculate guider of her Youth, 
Rofe-colour'd Modeflie ; thefe did undreffe 
The beauteous Maid, who now in readineffe, 

The nuptiall Tapors waving Tout her Head, 

Made poor her Garments and enriched her Bed. 

While the frefh Bridegroome, like the lufly Spring, 
Did to the holy Bride-bed with him bring 
Attending mafc'line Vertues ; down he laid • 

His fnowie Limbs by a far whiter Maid. 

There Kiffes linked their Minds ; as they imbracQ, 

A Quire of Angels flew about the place, 

Binging ail Bliffe mito this Pair for ever, 

Maj they in Love and Union flill perfever. 
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Upon a Gentleman playing 
on the Lute. 

S Trange miracle ! Who’s this that wears 
The native Liv’rie of the Sphears ; 
Transforming all our fenfe to Ears ? 

Surely it cannot bee a fm 
To think there is, or may have bin 
On Earth a heavenly Seraphin. 

That granted, certain ’t mufl bee hee 5 
In any elfe there cannot bee. 

Such a Coeleiliall Harmonie. 

When glorious H*e with fwift purfute 
Touch’t the foft Cordage of his Lute, 

The Genius of the World was mute. 

Amphion fo his hand let fall, 

Wben at th’ inchantment of his call 
Stones danc’d to build the Theban Wall. 

Arion fure, when he began 
To charme th’ attentive Ocean, 

Was but an Embleme of this Man, 

Whofe numerous Fingers, whiter farre 
Than Vejius Swans or Ermines are. 

Wag’d with the amorous firings a Wanre \ 
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But fuch a Warre as did invite 
The Senfe of Hearing, and the Sight 
To riot in a full delight. 

For as his Touch kept equall pace, ■ 
His looks did move with fuch a grace 
VVe read his Mufick in his Face, 

Live Noble Youth, let Heav'n infpire 
Thee with its owne etemall Fire, 
While all that hear thee doe admire. 
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Love, 

L Ovis a Child, and ought to be 
Won with fmiles : his Deitie 
Is cloath’d in Panthers skins which hide 
Thofe parts which kill, if but efpy’d ; 

Hates Wars, but fuch as noildly led 
By Venus are to pleafures BedJ; 

There do foft imbraces fight, 

Kiffes combate with delight 

Amorous looks, and fighs difcover 
What befits a timerous Lover. 

But who ere to Love doth yeeld, 

Mars his Speer, nor Pallas Ihield 

Can fave from mine ; for Loves Fire 
Once enkindled by defire, 

Blown by thoughts impetuous blails. 

It for ever burning lails. 

The Sphear to which it llrives to flie 
Are humane hearts that leek to die; 
Thefe (like fuell) Loves fire cherifh, 

Till they to alhes bume and perilh. 
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To a reviv’d Vacation Play. 
Prologice. 

I T is a dead Yacation ; yet we fee 

(Which glads our fouls) a wel-fet Company 
Adorn our Benches : We did fcarce expedt 
So full an Audience in this long neglect 
Of Court and Citie Gentry, that transfer 
In Terme their Vifits to our Theater. 

The Countrey Gentlemen come but to Town 
For their own buf ^neffe fake, to carry down 
A fad Sub-p(&na, or a fearfull Writ 
For their poor neighbour, not for love of Wit 
Their comely Madams too come up to fee 
New Fafhions, or to buy fome Raritie 
For their young Son and Heir, and only flay 
Till by their Sheepfhearing they’r call’d away. 

The Courtiers too are abfent, who had wont 
To buy your Wares on trufl, they’r gone to hunt 
The nimble Buck i’th’ Countrey j and conceive, 
They give you Int’reft, if you but receive 
A haunch of Ven’fon, or if they fupplie 
Your Wives trim Churching with a Red-Deer Pie. 
Few Gentlemen are now in Town, but thofe 
Who in your Books remain uncroff ’d for Clothes, 
Who, when you ask them money, are fo flack 
To pay ’t ; their anfwer is, What do you lack ? 

You are our daily and mofl conflant Guefls, 
Whom neither Countrey buf’neffe nor the Gefls 
Can ravifh from the Citie ; tis your care 
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To keep your Shops, ’lefle when to take the Ayr 
You walke abroad, as you have done to day, 

To bring your Wives and Daughters to a Play. 

How fond are thole men then that think it fit 
T’arraigne the Citie of defedl of Wit "I 
When we do know, you love both wit & fport, 
Efpecially when you’ve vacation for’t. 

And now we hope you’ve leifure in the Citie 
To give the World caufe to fufpedl you witty. 

We would intreat you then put off awhile 
That formall brow you wear when you beguile 
Young Chapmen with bad Wares ; pray do not look 
On us, as on the Debtors in your Book, 

With a fhrewd countenance ; what we adl to day 
Was for your fakes ; (fome think) a pretty Play j 
Nay wee our felves almoll prefume it good 
Becaufe we hope it will be underflood 
By your capacious Brains, which know to get 
Wealth, and for tliat caufe we can’t doubt your Wit ; 
At leafl we dare not, fince wee’r bound to fay 
AJl thofe are witty come to fee our Play. 
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For Ezekiel Fen at his firfl A6ling; 
a Mans Part. 

PROLOG VE. 

S Uppofe a Merchant when he lanches forth 
An untry’d Veffell, doubtful of its worth, 
bare not adventure on that infant Peece 
The glorious fetching of a golden Fleece 
From the remot’ft Indies. ’Tis fo with mee, 

Whofe Innocence and timerous Modeftie 
Does blulh at my own ihadow, prone to feare 
Each wave a Billow that arifes here ; 

The Company's my Merchant, nor dare they 
Expofe my weak frame on fo rough a Sea, 

'Leffe you (their skilfull Pilots) pleafe to flear 
By mild diredlion of your Eye and Ear 
Their new rigg’d Bark. This is their hopes and mine 
Promife my felfe ; if you like North-flars fhine, 

I like a daring, and adventrous Man, 

Seeking new paths i'th' angry Ocean, 

In threatning Tempefls when the furges rife 
And give fait kiffes to the neighboring Skies, 

When bludring Boreas with impetuous breath 
Gives the fpread Sailes a wound to let in Death, 
Cracks the tall Mail, forcing the Ship (though loth) 
On its carv’d Prow to wear a Crown of froth j 
Will face all perils boldly, to attain 
Harbour in fafety ; then let forth againe. 




To Mr. Charles Cotton. 

Y Ou that are he, you that are only he, 

Who are what every noble Soule Ihould be, 
The Abftra6l of Mankind, -who truely can 
Contradl Wits fpacious Orb into a fpan ; 

Have flock enough of goodneffe to reflore 
What erring Nature ever lofl before. 

’Tis not the greatneffe of your Name or Elood 
Makes mee adore you, 'tis becaufe youV good. 
The Wits Mcecenas can without a florme 
Of triviall words, even adluate and inform 
With fpritly foule that matter which would lie 
LiOfl like a lumpe, without a memorie 
Or life t’ingender Wit* Think there can bee 
In mee (dear Sir) no feeds of Flatterie. 

Rapt with an holy Zeal, I needs mufl fing 
Your ample Worth ; and when I touch a firing 
Of my Pho&bdaji Lyre, chafl Daphne fhall 
Tender her Bayes to deck the Feftivall : 

Devoted to your merit, Bacchus then 

Shall with his rich eft Ne<5lar-fweliing Pen 

Indue me with fuch Wme, as I do think 

At leaft I wifh, that you this night may drink ; 

Pure blood of the rich Spanijh Grape which may 

Make you immortally and atchieve the Bay 

Poets by drinking ayme at May there bee 

In your caroufes, Wit and Companie 

Fit for your dear enjoying ; may the wealth 

Of noble Wine enrich you with a Health 

Great as my wifhes ; while forgotten I 

By your Commands, banifh’d that Company 

I fo admire, in my Archaick bed 

Sighe like a Girle, whofe precious Maidenhead 

Is ravifh’d from her ; till your future view 

Banifh that penfive fadneffe, and renew 

The haDDinelle of 
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To my Friend, Advice. 

I N Natures Annals, Man’s the perfe(5l Story, 
And you of man had been the perfedl gloryj. 
Had not the errour of your giddie youth 
Sold the Inheritance of that noble truth 
Entaild on glorious manhood ; you who are 
In your dehres fo much irregular, 

That your Ambition is to have your May, 

Your flower of Youth fpent in the fhiitleffe play 
Of gaining Female favours. In your blood 
Live flames, (which felt) yet are not underftood ; 
Continuall u^tmes in your veines nere ceafe 
To bume, yet doe by burning even inereafe. 
What pleafure find you in a foolifli Kiffe, 

Or wanton look, that you do place your bliffe. 
Your minds Elifium in an amorous glance. 

Or Priapeian night-work, fuch a trance, 

A dreame, a nothing ? Can that be the fumme 
Of joy that you fhould aime at ; to become 
For that an Idiot ; to enthrall your heart 
To one whom nature made your weaker part. 
Your houfliold fervant ; to adore her haire, 

Make of her face an Idoll, which though faire. 

Is but a painted Sepulche within 
Containing rotten alhes of black fin, 

Reliques of foule corruption 1 oh ! reclaime 
Thofe fordid thoughts, and let a nobler aime 
Be your minds Objedl, be the finall Caufe 
Of your youths Adlions j Let not Cupids Laws 
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Govern yon wholly : For your female Creatures, 
Inchanting Divels clad in humane features, 

Earth’s needfull evils ; Women, they whofe name 
Divided, does moll perfectly proclaime 
Their bad Condition ; they, whofe Beauty mull 
Be to men fire-brands to enkindle Lufl ; 

They are that fweet and undigefled meat 
That does confume all thofe that dare to eat 
The too delicious Banquet ; Bels that fmgs j 
One tune at Weddings and at Bnryings ; 

Serpents whofe cunning carriage can intice 
A.nother Adam out of Paradice. 

They’r all extremely good, or fraught with evils : 

If good, befl Saints ; if bad, the worfl of Divels. 
Pardon mee (facred Woman-hood) that I 
WhoVe raif d your Beautie to a Deitie, 

Who know you good and vertuous, that you can 
Excell in worth as well as feature, Man ; 

That I fhould for the love I bear this Youth, 

Injure the innocence of your matchlefre truth : 

’Tis to reclaime his follies : Let him fee 
How bad the worfl of your frail Sexe can bee. 

He expiate this crime hereafter, pay 

To your chafl thoughts my own yet Virgin Bay ; 

How much am I your friend then, that dare chufe 
To hazzard the frefh honour of my Mufe 
For your dear fake ; that with one loving breath 
Giving you life, betray my felfe to death f 
But this is friendfhips dutie, and I mufl 
Rather to you than to my felf be jufl. 

Oh I Noble Youth, when you with judgment fhall 
Read all the Texts not held Canonicall 
In womens Legends, when you fhall behold 
In Times fucceflive Volume, what’s inrord 
Concerning them, how many leaves are fpent 
Upon their Lives, and each a Monument 
Speaking the mifchiefes that of old did rife 
From the intemperate glances of their eyes ; 

And when Times Herald Fame fhall ufher in 
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Thofe whom Antiquitie brands for that fin : 

Bring Helen forth and the lafcivious Boy 
Wrapt in the flames (themfelves did caufe) of 
Troy^ 

When faire incefluous Myrrha you fhall lee 
Groaning within the entrails of a Tree ; 

View wanton Lais^ who fo oft did fell 
Her beauteous youth, a horrid Fiend in Hell ; 

Or Tyrian Dido with big rage poffell, 

Opening the white dores of her Love-fick breil 
To let in wilfull death ; Or when you lhall 
Read' modem Stories more Authenticall 
Then Poetry has taught : You lhall furvey 
Thofe Monllers, Nero and Caligula^ 

Naked and trembling ; then -with guilty feare 
Infatiate Mejfalina fhall appear ; 

Then the two Queens of Naples, who in Name 
Were parallels as well as in their fame, 

Whofe appetites could never be withflood 
Till their owne bloods quench’d their own heate of 
blood. 

When you have feen thefe, turn your eyes and look 
On that fair paper, that unfpotted Book, 

Where happier Stories flourilh : and behold 
Infcrib’d in Charadlers of purefl Gold 
Thofe glorious Names that Fame records to bee 
Th’ immaculate Champions of bleft Chaflitie ; 
Selfe-murdred Lucrece^ ’twill a Saint expreffe, 

And damne foule Tarquin for’s lafcivioufneffe. 

Chafl Arethufa there dilplayes her Beams, 

That fhine, though drown’d in lufiful Alphey^s flreams. 
Daphne^ that Phxbus hot purfuit did fhun, 

Looks brighter now than the lafcivious Sun. 

But vain are all examples : fmce even we, 

By Reafon’s Miflris, -^e Philofophie, 

In Ethicks are inflmdled that we mufl 
Think each thing wicked which we know unjufl : 

And what more dire injuflice can there be 
Than to ourfelves a want of Charitie % 
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But I’m too ferious now, and mufl excufe 
The over-bold inflrudlions of my Mufe : 

I know, dear friend, you’r fo maturely wife. 

You can fee vice, though cloth’d in die difguife 
Of vertue ; and tis needlefls then to preach 
Dodlrine to you, who abler are to teach 
Than be inftrudled : but mv Pen does move 
Only by true diredlions of my love, 

From which if you receive the leafl offence, 

I muff appeale to th’ Court of Innocence 
From your harfli Cenfure \ fince what I have laid 
Was not to chide you, Friend, but to perfwade. 
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V Ertue^s reward is Honour, and though you 
Wear no more Titles than defcend as due 
From your brave Anceflors, yet to your Blood 
Tis an addition (Sir) to be thought Good. 

You, whofe demeanor bears that equall port, 
You’ve won the love, not envie of the Court ; 
That can obferve the forme and Laws of State, 
Gaining mens emulation, not their hate ; 

That with a nobler temper can decide 
The difference ’twixt formalize and pride, 

That your indifferent adlions are as far 
From b^ing too common, as too fmgular, 

So that with glorious freedome you direct: 

Your Will to what it ought moll to affedl. 

You in whofe Nature (as two Suns) arife 
The Attributes of BounteMl and Wife. 

You that are Valiant, (as Fames eldell Child 
Honour) yet teach even Valour to be mild. 

You that (in brief) with certain judgment can 
Be perfedl Courtier, yet be perfecSl Man, 

'Tis no Poetick fiatt’iy that does raife 
My eager Mufe up to this height of Praife. 

Big with an holy and Prophetick rage. 

In Fame's great Book, I in an ample Page 
Wil fix the Annals of your Worth, which fhall 
When other Names are held Apocryphall, 

In that etemall Volume be annext 
A faire Appendix to that glorious Text. 

But now (Great Sir) 'tis time that I excufe 
The too audacious errpurs of my Mufe, 
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And by my humble wilhes flrive to win 
A full remiffion for its daring fm. 

May you enjoy what ever Strength and Health 
Can yeeld of pleafure j or unbounded Wealth 
Can without riot purchafe : may you bee 
As free from others envie, as y’ are free 
From its defert : and may (which long fince 
You had) grow great i’ th’ favour of your Prince. 
May not mifchance invade your fouls blefl peace ; 
But may it even as it confumes, increafe. 

And when decrepid age fhall flowly creep 
Over your Youth, and to etemall Sleep 
Confine your eye-lids ; may you then expire 
Blefl as a Martyr that does Court the Fire. 

Poets are Prophets Sir, and things indeed 
Happen, when they but wiih they may fucceed. 
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Vpon the right Honourable 

Richard Earle ol Portland 

late Lord High Treafurer 

of England. 

EL EG IE. 

H Ow dul^s my Faith 1 ’twould pulle my belief 

That there could be room left on earth for 
grief, 

Did not the Worlds great Genius feem to powre 
Its very eyeS out in a plenteous fhowre, 

As if it meant its moyllure fhould create 
Another Deluge, fpight of pow^rfull Fate. 

The Stars are moumfull grown, and do confpire 
With unaccuflom’d tears to quench their fire. 

The Sun himfelfe looks heavie, and puts on 
(In fpight of Light) a fad privation, * 

Since Noble F O RTLANHS fall, whofe glorious 
breath 

Was too too precious to bee llolne by Death. 

Grim Tyrant hold thy hand, if though imploy 
Thy unrefilled Shafts, let them defiroy 
Only thofe petty fubjedls, whom their Fate 
Never produc'd for Pillars of the State ; 

The Kingdome well may fpare them, and their Ioffe 
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Would rather be a bleffing than a crofle. 

There’s multitudes that only leek to bee 
The ends, not raifers of their Familie, 

To whom thy Darts (their Patrimony fpent) 

W^ould be moll welcome Cures of Difcontent. 
Ambitious Furie 1 ’Tis thy only aime 
To vanquilh thole fame true bom fons of Fame 
That rife by noble merit ; fuch was hee 
To whom my Mufe does pay this Elegie, 

He who though plac’d in Honors highell feat 
Striv’d rather to be counted Good than Great 
Into whole Eflence (all conceiv’d) that State 
Did its own foule even tranfubllantiate : 

Such were his Counfels, fo fupremely wife. 

They alwaies conquerd where they did advife. 

His Judgement too fo llrong, and fo mature, 

What ere it promif ’d, feem’d to be fecure : 

Yet ’twas with fuch a moderation mixt, 

That as on Law, fo ’twas on Confcience fixt 
All’s adlions were fo even, they nere did force 
The great mans Envie, nor the poor mans Curfe. 
Such was his Life, fo temperate and juH, 

It nere knew Malice, nor commerc’d with LulL 
What fuddain trance furrounds me ? what ex- 
treme 

PalTion confines my fenfes to a Dreame % 

I feele a lazie humour flowly creep 
Over my Fancie, charming it to fleep. 

Or rather, that (entranc’d) it might lupply 
Great FOR TLANV^S Herle with a fit Elegie. 

Now a Poetick furie brings mee on 
To mount to Fames etemall Manfion, 

Where upon Marble Seats I did behold 
Thofe glorious Worthies fo renound of old 
For prudent Counfels, who were held the health. 

The very life and foule o’ th’ Common-wealth. 

There the mellifluous Cicero did fhine 
Bright with the fpoiles of vanquilh’d Cataline^^ 

And as his Motto, ore his Throne there hung, 
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Arms yeeld to Arts ; let fwords give jtlace to 
tK Tongue. 

There Romafi Fahius fate, who wrought the fall 
(By his delays) of Punick HannihaL 
’Mongll other forraigne Statefmen, there appears 
Thofe of our Nation, who for many years^ 

Did in ambiguous Fortunes frown and fmile 
Uphold the Fate and Glory of this Ifle. 

There that great Marihall Fenibrohe did fuflaine' 

The reeling Pillars of third Henries Raigne, 

And [did] of this our Engliih heaven advance 
Himfelfe the Atlas 'gainfl invading France. 

(After a numerous Companie) in his Pall, 

And other holy Robes, Fame did inllall 
Illuftrious Morton^ that compof’d the Jarre 
Betwixt the Houfe of York and Lancajier. 

There Sackvile, Cecilly Egerton, were plac’d, 

On whom as I flood gazing. Fame in hall 
Approaching, did command them to prepare 
For P ORT LA H HS welcome to that Theater 
Of ever-living Honour ; and to mee, 

Goe ling (quoth Ihee) this Worthies Elegie. 

Straight (as the Mufes Priell) I did obey 
And ’gan to touch my Inllrument, when they 
Leaving their Thrones, with an unanimous voice 
Welcom’d the Sage Lord, and did give him choice 
Which Seat he would accept ; but modeft hee, 

Repaid their Courtefie with Courtelie, 

Till Fame herfelf inllalld him, and did give 
His merit this Infcription, which fhall live 
As his great Name, unraz’d ; Here PORTLAND 
liesy 

That was as truly luji as hee was wife ; 

Cautious y yet ftdl of Councell ; Mildy yet free 
From feeking idle Popularitie : 

To Good men geniky to the Bad fevere ; 

Lodd Vertue for its felfCy a7id not for Feare. 

This Fame infcrib’d and this fhall deck his Herfe, 
While there is Time, or memorie of Yerfe, 
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On Sir Robert Ay tony late Secretarie 
to her Majejlie, 

ELEGIE. 

T Eares are all Great mens ObfequieSy when they 
Break from the glorious prifon of their Clay ; 

A thoufand fluent eyes their Ioffes mourns, 

As if they meant to drowne them in their Umes. 

If then this forrow cuftomarie bee, 

How many eyes fliould bee wept out for thee ? 
Admired Ay ton I every moumfull breath 
Lamenting thine fhould figh itfelf to death, 

As proud to wait on thy pure Soul, which fled 
To heaven fo fwiftly ; none did think thee dead. 

Till the loud Bell (Deaths Trumpet) did proclaime 
Thy flight to immortalitie ; then Fame 
Herfelfe put on Griefs Liverie, and fung 
Thy weighty Ioffe, till fliee had loft her tongue 
In that fad ufe, as if fhee meant to have 
A Tombe for all her Storie in thy Grave. 

Thou, who when living, Truths example flood, 

To teach Great men to be Great and Good j 
Nay, to be Wife and Leamd, to afl each part 
Of their Lives Scene, with Vertue and with Art, 
Which thou mad’ ft Vertues Hand-maid, and with ikil 
Manag’d thy Greatneffe, without Greatneffe ill. 

But Sorrow does diftradl me, and my Zeal 
Of Grief for thee does (with the pradlice) fteal 
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Away my Mufes Facalties, and liow 

Deaths Embleme {Cyfreffe) hangs upon my Brow 

Heavie as thy cold Marble \ elfe ere this, 

My pregnant Mule, big with an Extafis 
Of Wonder, had endeavour’d to fet forth 
The unexpreffive glorie of thy Worth : 

It had difplaid thy Learning, which was fuch, 
That it (in juftice) may compare with much 
Admired Barclay^ or be faid to fide 
With Wit-excelling Buchanan, (the pride 
And glorie of thy Nation) ’Twas fo known 
To both the Kingdomes, each would gladly own 
Thee as their Offspring, but ours (grieving) mull 
Only be happy to preferve thy dull ; 

Which as if Fame had meant it fiiould inherit 
The glorie due unto thy living Merit, 

This unaccullom’d Honour to it brings, 

To mix with facred afiies of our Klings. 

Good, is in Subjedls Kingly, and in thee 
All Graces llrive to make an Unitie 
Of pious goodneffe ; many flames fo meet. 

And curie into one P3rramid, then greet 
Their fubtle Spheare ; in Aytons equall Breft 
Dwels all that could for Vertue be expreft. 

So that the brightneffe of his Lives jufl glory 

Shall fliame the Bad, be to the good a Story, 




Vpon the Noble Colonell-Generall 
Burroughs, flaine at the Ifle of Ree. 
ELEGIE, 

A Dmired Burroughs ! though to deck thy Herfe 
Thy Merits challenge a Tenth Mufes Yerfe ; 
Though, if thy Valour juft reward fhould have. 

Mars fhould tume Poet, write thy Epitaph : 

Yet let not thy bleft foule (Heroick Spirit) 

That now in heavens great Armie does inherit 
The Civick Garland, Laurell, and enjoyes 
More glorious triumphs than the Romifh toyes 
Uf 'd to grace happie Conquefts with, defpife 
This, though no Hecatombe, yet a Sacrifice, 

Which the welhwifhes of a bleeding heart 
Offers as Fun’rall flames to thy defert 

To fay thou wert Wife, Valiant, and the reft 
Of thofe good Attributes thy Worth expreft 
T' include in it, were nothing; ^twere more fit 
That fome fweet Genius, fome Ovidian Wit 
Should ftudie for new Epithites f exprefife 
Thee as thou wert then living, that’s no leffe 
Than Mafter of thofe Gifts, which here related 
Would make old Nature proud flie had created 
A work of fo much wonder, that pale Death 
Has lodg’d thee now (Illuftrious Soule) beneath 
A pile of Marble, whofe hard entrails weep 
O’re thy cold afhes ; and fmce yron-fleep 
Has clofed thy eye-lids, let thy filent Grave 
Retain with thee this for thy Epitaph : 

Hire lies a Colonell^ flaine by fatall Shot ; 

Who loji his Reg merit, and a Kingdome 'got 
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Vpon the right Honourable, the 
Lady Elijabeth Rich. 

EL E GIE. 

W Hy looks the day fo dull ? why doesk appear 
As if it were contra6led to a Tear ? 

Or rather had put off effentiall Light, 

To fhrowd its Luflre in eternall night ? 

The Clouds are drowfie, as they meant to fleep, 

Or rather pregnant (with fait Dew) to weep. 

Tis pafL the Morning now, Day needs not powre 
Its precious moyflure on each amorous Flowre ; 

The Violets want not liquid pearls H adorne 
Their azure ears, nor from the beauteous Morne 
Does the pale Couflip or the Primrofe feek 
A Chriflall Gemm to hang upon its Cheek ; 

Their pride does wither, they hang down their heads, 
As if they would intombe them in their beds. 

The Sun-afpiring Lark under his Wing 
Hanging his head, feems now to figh, not fing. 

What Ihould portend this fadnes ? why fhould mirth 
Seem thus o’th’ fuddain to bee fled from Earth ? 

No Comet has appear’d of late, no Star 
With blazing brightnefle threatned Death or War. 

The caufe then of this fuddain change muft be 
Beyond the reach of wife AJlrologie. 

(My Fancie has’t.) This alteration falls 
Only at Beauties, Vertues Funeralls. 

Thefe are no common Obfequies, flnce Shee 
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(Illuflrious Ladie) is enforc’d to bee 

The Caufe of thefe lamented Rites, by proud 

Imperious Death confin’d into a Shrowd : 

Shee that was fo fuperlatively Good, 

Her Vertue was her Honour more than Blood : 
Whofe Innocence and Love was all her Care : 

Who was as purely Chafl as Shee was Fayre : 

So full of noble Carriage, that her Life 
May be the Figure of a perfedl Wife, 

Look here you curious Great Ones, here doth ly 
A Glaffe for you to drefs your Adlions by. 

’Twas not the name of CdiidiJIi^ fo ally’d 
To Worth, that could in her beget lead Pride ; 

Nor did fhee boafl her Title, being led 
A glorious Bride to hopefull Rich his Bed. 

Gentle as Sunwier Evenings, or as Ayr£, 

In its firjl native Puritie\ and Faire 
As was the Beams of the Created Light, 

Before it ever had converfd with M'^ht; 

Himhle as Vodries, that in Prayer expire ; 

Aiid Chaft as thofe who never knew Defire 

Was this Religious Dame, who nere can die. 
Since her own Fame has writ her Elegie. 
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Vpon the death of his Sifter, 

Mrs. Prif cilia Glapthorne. 

ELEGIE. 

H Apple Arabians^ when your Phcenix dies 
In a fweet pile of fragrant Spiceries 1 
Out of the Afhes of her Myrrh-bum’d Mother, 

(That you may flill have one) fprings up another. 
Unhappie we ! Since ’tis your Fhiznix nature, 

Why could not ours, our only matchleffe Creature 
Injoy that right 1 A^Hiy from the Mothers Urne 
Did not another Pho&nix flraight retume ? 

Oh ! there’s a reafon ; ’twas caufe Natures Store 
All fpent on her, is now become too poore 
To frame her equall, fo that on her Herfe 
My trembling hand fhall hang this Fun’rall Verfe. 

Veriue and Beautie, fione can hoajl to have^ 

They are both buried in her fdent Grave ; 

Who was Loves^ Truths^ Beautie^ and Ve?iues 
Pride ; 

With her Love^ Truths Beaiitie and Vertue dyd. 
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Vpon the death of Mrs. Sufanna 

OJbalJion. 

ELEGIE. 


I Free thee leave me, Grief ; if thou wilt flay 
Within my panting Brefl, fhew mee the way 
To prefent death ; or force my eyes to fhed 
So large a flood of Tears, as may bee fpred 
Like a tranfparent Chriflall Sheet upon 
Her Grave, that fo no other worthlefs Stone 
Afpire t’ adorne her Monument Oh Shee ! 

Who was what ev'ry loyall Wife fliould bee : 

Shee in whofe living Charadler was writ 
A modefl Sweetnefle cloath'd in harmleffe Wit ; 
Not like thofe ayrie Dames that only ftrive 
To keep their Faces, not their Fames alive : 
That prey upon their Husbands wealth, confume 
Whole Signories in Painting and Perfume : 

That only make an Idoll of their Will, 

And hate all Good, ’caufe they account it 111. 

No, fhee was pleafing, void of lead Offence ; 
Was fully Wife, yet full of Innocence. 

But oh ! how I undoe my felfe ! I now 
Mufl pull my Lawrell from my wrinkled Brow, 
And wreath’d in death full Cypreffe, fadly call 
My Mufe to wait upon her Funerall. 

Light thy fick Tapers, penfive Mufe, and come 
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To wait her Death, and thine owne Martyrdome ; 
For never be invok’d to write (by mee), 

When hers is writ, another Elegie, 

Now in that filent Tenement of Death, 

The Church, go fmg in a foft Swan-like breath, 

A Requiem to thy memory ; and there 
Drowne ev’ry word thou utter’ fl with a Teare : 

But let them be fuch Tears as may expreffe 
Not Sorrow, but a joyful Extafis. 

And You (dear Sir) in whom there doth furvive 
So much of her, ihee needs inufl reft alive 
In your yet bleeding memory \ You that know 
How much each tributarie Grace did owe 
To her unmatch’d Perfedlions ; how that lliee 
Was Vertues, Beauties juft Epitome •* 

How that her Eyes were Sphears in which did move 
The equall orbs of Chaftitie and Love : 

Her Cheeks two fields of purity, where grew 
The Eofe and Lilie, mixt i’ th’ mutuall hue 
Of Smiles and Blufhes ; how each outward part 
Did fpeak the richer luftre of her Heart, 

Her Minds intenfive glory. When you think 
Juftly on this, her Grave no more (hall drink 
Your frequent Tears ; but fraught with noble Mirth, 
You’ll foon deveft your Soul of all that’s Earth 
About it : fay, ’twas juftice to transferre 
From this dull Region fuch a matchlefs Starre, 

And fix’t i’ th’ Chriftall Heav’n ; you’ll then con- 
fefle 

Your conftant Love to her appear’d far leffe 
In Griefe than Joy ; for forrow fpent for this 
Her happinefife, is envie to her bliife, 

Not charitie t’ her memory ; yet my Verfe 
Shall hang a lafting Hatchment on her Herfe, 

My Lawrell deck herUrne, in which does lie 
As much as of Mortalitie could die. 

You Sir, who then beft knew her perfedl Life 
Ought to rejoyce, not grieve for your dead Wife. 
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FRAGMENT. 


DAMON thus did ’plaine, 
m Behold a Cloud (out of the foamii 

’Gan to arife, and over-looke the Earth, 
Scorning the Sea (from whence k took its birth) 

As dull and pond’rous ; kill it mounts up higher 
With azure Wings, as if it meant t’ afpire, 

Spight of commanding Natures free Confent, 

To place ’bove Ayr the watry Element ; 

Whofe vain ambition, from his calid Sphear, 

When nimble Fire, the chiefe and fupreme Peere 
Of Elements, beheld ; his fervent Ire 
Increafd his furie, adding Fire to Fire, 

Making him hotter than the eighth degree, 

Which is prefcrib’d him by Philofophie ,* 

And calling to his accident, the Heat 
That by him fate upon a brazen Seat ; 

Which flam’d like ^Etna, when Typheus breath 
Threatens to blow up the Sicilian earth. 

He bad him quell that over daring Foe, 

Who kill made hak to his own overthrow. 

Heat krait obayd ; and wrapping up in Smoke 
His horrid Flames, a fpeedy pakage took 
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Into the fierie Regions, and with force 

Of rayes more ardent than the Sun^s bright Horfe 

When they ore-tum’d their Mailers purple Carr, 

And drownd in Po^ the ventrous Waggoner, 

Drew up the willing Cloud, that Hriv’d to flie. 

With Icarus to its owne Tragedie. 

Juft as a Load-ftarre, whofe attradling force 
Does caufe the Iron leave its native Courfe, 

And mount to it ; fo did Heats pow’rfull might 
Inforce the following Cloud till it had quite 
Palfd the firft Kingdome, and was upward gone 
Into the pure Ayrs middle Region ; 

Then back with fpeed, the Heat ^gan homeward' 
fare 

And left the Cloud to th’ mercy of the Ayre ; 

Whofe fubtle bodie being light and drie, 

Could not indure the Clouds moift qualitie. 

(Clouds, and all heavie Meteors, Rain, and Snow, 
Haile, and the like, are Bodies mixt, that grow 
Out of the Earth, and watry Element, 

Which by their nature ponderous, ftill are bent 
Down to the Center, but the Ayre and Fire 
Of more pure fubftance, feek to force them higher 
Towards the Sphear, that in their downfall thence 
They may triumph, and fhew their Eminence 
Over thofe duller bodies ; but the natures 
Of thefe two groffe, yet fully fimple Creatures 
Will not permit afcenfton, they attradl 
Therefore thefe Meteors upwards, which compadl 
Of humid Vapours, needs muft feek to bow 
Downwards again) : Our Cloud then which was 
now 

Left by its hot Condudlor, ftraight was caft 
By the inraged Ayr with greater haft, 

To kiffe the Center (than a Parthian Bow 
Can fhoot an Arrow, or a Morter throw 
Deathful Granado’s) : in its way it ftrook 
Upon the Firmament, and there b’ing broke, 

Its wat'ry fubftance did obfcure the Blaine 
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And gawdie Heaven with Clouds, which fought 
again 

To joyn in one, and fill the buxome Ayre, 

Juft as you’ve feen a Painter on a faire 
White Table drop fome little fpots of Black, 

Which running here and there, at length does make 
One Colour m the Grownd-work \ or as when 
Two numerous Hofts of wel-refolved men 
Meet in the Field, and with the murd’rous Smoak 
Of their Death-fending Muskets, flrive to choak 
Their bloody fadls from view of lightfome day, 

The Sulphure flying many a feVrall way, 

At lafl does meet, and dim the Chriflall Sky : 

So did this Cloud, now many, by and by 
One Cloud agen; which when the Rofe-cheek’d 
Sun 

(Who had but halfe his daily labour run) 

Saw from his fhining Chariot, on hee fpeeds, 

Driving amain his Nedlar- glutted Steeds 
Through the dark Welkin, now he ’gins to call 
On Ptrois, now on jEthotiy then lets fall 
His angry Whip upon their fweaty backs, 

Now pullsthe Raines hard, which again he flacks, 
That they might have more free and open Courfe 
T^expell the Cloud, which fcorning the Suns force, 
With pitchie mifts did fo obfcure his light, 

That day feem’d turned into Cimmerian Night. 

Then flraight the Cloud out of its watrie Store 
Showr’d as if godly Pyrrhus age once more 
Had been approaching, when blew Proteus drave 
His flocks to fee the Mountains, Fifhes clave 
Unto the Elmes, before a noted feat 
For harmlefse Turtles. All the Winds did meet 
In hoftile oppofition ; Aujier fought 
With Lybs^ and he with Boreas, who from out 
His rapid throat caft gufls, and did difplay 
His wings as wide, as when Orythia 
Was by him ravifht : Thunder from the Skie 
Like to lowd mufick, made a Harmonic : 
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With the Winds whihling flirilneffe, Seas did roare 
Rifmg in frothie Mountaines, that the Shore 
Trembled for feare, left the impetuous Waves 
Should pafse their Limits, and become the Graves 
To the adjoyning Meadows : And our Swaine 
JDa7non^ who erfl in Tears began to plaine 
His Raids Ioffe, now let that fait dew fall, 

To folemnize his poor Flocks Funerall. 

For loe, big-fwelling with the late-falne Raine 
Tyher broke ore his Banks, and ran amain e 
Into the Meadowes, where our Shepheards kept 
Their Woolly Charge, which prefen tly was fwept 
Down by the greedy River, as wee fee 
A Towne beleagur’d by its Enemie, 

When by an on-flanght ’tis furpriz’d and tane, 

Both old and young are by the Martiall Traine 
Of the Vidlorious Souldiers murdred : fo 
Dealt the inraged River ; to and fro 
It ran, and bore down all ; the tender Lambs 
That then were fucking of their milkie Dams, 

Ere they could waile their deaths with one fad 
bleat, 

Were fwallow’d up, yet hanging on the Teat. 

Nor did the Flocks horn’d-Leaders brazen Bell 
Serve him for ought, unleffe to ring a knell 
To the Folds drowning; hwas in vain to fLrive, 

For the poor Shepheards now to fave alive 
Themfelves was all their ftiidie ; to a Wood, 

Whofe top had long a mark to Sea-men ffood, 

They trembling fled, when flraight the Cloudy Skie 
^Gan to deer up, and Phabiis lightfomely 
Agen to fhine ; the Mufes of this Grove 
To chaunt their fylvan Madrigalls, and move 
The Stones to liflen, and the loftie Trees 
To bow their dewie heads ; the bufie Bees 
Leaving the hollow Oaks which the late Rain 
Had forc’d ^em enter, now began again 
Their little thighs with juyce of Thyme to All ; 

But the amazed Shepheards trembling Hill, 
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Could fcarce give credit to their wondring eyes, 

(Such pow’r has feare if throughly it furprize 
Our foule and fences) they beheld the Wood 
As 't had been water, thought each plaili a flood, 

And every drop that from the boughs did fall 
They thought a tear flied for their Funerall. 

In this amazement handing ; to their fight 
An objedl was prefented, naked quite, 

Save that her fnowie Smock did compaffe in 
Its white embraces, her far whiter Skin. 

They faw bound to an Oak fo rare a Creature 
As feem’d to be the work on which old Nature 
Had fpent her beh Materialls. 

Not Cytherea^ when fhee naked rofe 
From the Seas wat’ry bofome, did difclofe 
Halfe of her Beauties ; nor the nimble Maid, 

To whofe fwift Feet fo many Suitors paid 
Their heads as tribute ; nor the Wood-nymphs 
Queen 

When fliee was bathing by A5ieo?i feen, 

Showd like to her : by whom Pigmalion might 
Have tane a Patterne, and have fram’d a right 
Modell of Beautie : her attradlive Haire, 

Bright as the Sun-beams, drew th' inamour’d Ayr 
Gently to waft it ; and her Pearls of Sight, 

Though drown’d in Tears, caft forth a glitt’ring 
light. 

That through dark Sorrow ihin’d; the winged 
Boy 

Leaving his Mothers Fountains, came t’ injoy 
Thofe Chriflal Weis, whofe pure drops could redreffe 
Sooner than Ne(ftar,hot Loves thirflineffe. 

The Naiades, and tripping Fairie Elves 
Repin’d to fee in their owne Woods, themfelves 
So farre furpaff’d in Beautie; and the Grove 
Thinking ’t had been Sylvanus fairefL Love, 

Brought thither all his Off-fpring, with pretence 
To doe his Gods belov’d Nymph reverence. 
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Firft did the Thome moil amoroufly begin 
To twine about her, yet nere prick'd her skin ; 
Then aged Palmes, and Vidlor-crowning Bayes 
Halfe- withered (at her Eyes all-quickning Rayes) 
Came and renew’d their frefhneffe \ and the Yew 
Unkind to wearie PalTengers, at view 
Of her, loft all his pojdbn ; and the Tree 
Whence Venus Minion in his Infancie 
Was by the Wood-nymph taken, did prefume 
To borrow fweetneffe from her breaths perfume j 
Here did the Cedar meet the flately Pine, 

And it the Cjrpreffe, feeking to intwine 
Their bufhie tops, which Arbour-wife did run 
To fhade her Face, and robb the amrous Sun 
Of his defired Kiffes j all the Wood 
At view of her, as much amazed flood, 

As when the Oegrin Harpifls cunning hand 
Gave life to Mountains, forc’d Pa7ichaya fland 
Shaking her Balmie Treffes. Had the deep 
Sighs Ihee expir’d not fhewd that life did keep 
In her a happie refidence, the Swaines 
Would have imagin’d that her azure Veines, 

Her Iv’rie Neck, and fwelling Brefts, the reft 
Of her Dimenfions, not to be exprefl, 

T’ have been Diands Statue, there eredled 
To be ador’d ; but when they had refpedled 
Her fighs, and faw her living as fh’ ad been 
Some Sylvan Goddeffe, or the Nymph whofe green 
Scepter commands the Forrells ; they ask’d grace 
For off ’ring entrance to that facred place. 

The bafhflill Virgin, from her weeping eyes 
Shot glitt’ring Rayes hot Loves Incendiaries, 
Teaching Daies Tapor a more glorious Shine 
Than Diamonds give to Jet, when they intwine. 

At them the frozen Waggoner might thaw 
His 'Chariot axel’d with congealed Snow ; 
xAnd the flow moving North-flar having felt 
Their temp’rate heat, his Ificles would melt, 

And being affrighted at the fight of men, 
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Caird up the blood into her Cheeks agen 
Which fear had made depart thence ; blulliing red, 

As does Aurora when fhee leaves the Bed 
Of old Tythoiiius ; faine fhe would have got 
Into the Wood, tooke Daphne from the hot 
Purfuit of luflfull Cynfhius ; the Oak 
She oft befought to lend its Bark to cloak 
Pier from their view, but when the faw how vain 
Her wiflies were, fliee then began amain 
To beat her Brefls, and from her radiant eyes 
To fend a fhowre, whofe drops were of more price 
Than thofe which conquer'd Danae : As fhee thought 
With plaints and grievous fighs to have befought 
The Shepheards to unbind her ; from the thick 
Of the green Wood, came running toward her, quick 
As fome JSImnidmi Lyon from his Den, 

(Half-harv’d with hunger) to his prey, three men 
Three Monflers rather, clad in Weeds of haire. 

Save that their Legs, and Armes, and Necks all bare, 
Look’d rougher than their Garments ; to the Maid 
Then bent their cruell fleps, who humbly praid 
The Heavens for pitie ; on the Villains went 
Towards the Oak with a mofl damn’d intent 
To ravifh her j the Trees that by her Hood 
Began lament ; the light Nymphs of the Wood 
Implor’d the chaft Diana to defend 
Her wretched Votrefle ; and the Birds did rend » 

The Ayr with difmall fcreetches : Fhylomell 
In mourning accents fram’d her voice to tell 
The Vengeance due to Ravifhers : the Fire 
That burn’d their entrails, blown by foul defire. 

Made their eyes fparkle, yeelding horrid light 
Unto their fa<ft, whofe Ijlackneffe did affright 
The blulhing Sun, who hid his golden head 
And feem’d to fuffer an Eclipfe through dread 
Of that dark deed ; and now they did begin 
With facrilegious hands to touch that skin, 

Which foft as Lydian Silk, did even intice 
Love there to build his choicefl Paradice, 
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When the inraged Shepheards, who beheld 
Their monftrous purpofe, with flern fury hid, 

Ran to her fuccour ; as a Bear, whofe young 
Is Heine away, or as a Wolfe among 
A flock of Sheep, when by the Paftors care 
Hee’s hindred of his prey; juft fo did fare 
The difappointed Letchers; and with cries 
Whofe hideous found lent thunder to the Ikies, 

They rufh’d upon the Shepheards, who prepar’d 
Tor all incounters, flood upon their guard, 

And with their hooks, which fometimes us’d to catch 
The tender Lambs and bleating Ewes, they watch 
To meet their blows, and flrength with flrength repel; 
All ftrook together, yet not one blow fell 
In vain to th! ground ; the fweat and purple blood 
That trickled from them, dim’d their fights, yet Hood 
The fight in equall ballance ; now the Swaines, 

And then the Wood-men had the odds ; their paines 
Seem’d not to make ’em wearie ; thefe did fight 
Spar’d on by luH, and thefe in juHice right. 

Now ’gan they grapple, and with all their force 
Striv’d to orethrow each other ; no remorfe 
Of their own harms, could move their angrie minds 
To come to parley : furie when it blinds 
Our foules, is fuch a paffion ; not the rage 
Of hungrie Indian Lyons, when they wage 
With rav’nous Leopards battell for their prey, 

Was like to theirs : fierce BeaHs and Tygers may 
Be held as mild ; the Brittijh MaHiffes fight 
With his couragious Iri/Ii oppofite ; 

The Dragon arm’d with plates of HrongeH Male, 
AgainH loves Bird ; the Sword-filh and the Whale 
Were models of this Combate : till at length, 

Might overcame, Vertue gave place to Strength : 

The Shepheards breathlelTe were ; their angrie foes 
Wax’d more couragious, and did feek to clofe 
With their half-vanquilh’d enemies : as a Steed 
Who having run with over-haflie fpeed 
MoH of his Race, does ere it fully end, 
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Tire ; fo the Shepheards who did raflily fpend 
Their fpints at the entrance of the Fray, 

Ere it was done, had none to fpend, yet they 
With courage held the Fight up^ till by force 
Maflred, they fell, each with a wounded Corfe 
Striking the earth now when they could no more 
Strike their inhumane foes. The favage Bore 
That in revenge wrathfull Di6iynna fent 
To Ipoile the Chaledonian Continent, 

When he had drawn the valiant Dardans blood, 
Could not triumph more ; they infulting flood 
Like to fo many Gofliawks ore their prey, 

Ore the poor Swains ; what then could Sylvia. 

(So hight the Nymph) expedl. but prefent death, 

Or ravithmenf? which to prevent, her breath ' 

She fought to flop with her gold tramell haire, 

But when it came into her lips, it there 
Amoroufly hung, fpight of her force, to fuck 
Myriads of melting fiffes ; fee the luck 
Heavens had ordain’d to fave her \ with her cries 
And with the late-fought Cdmbats Ecchoing noife, 
Drawn to the place, arriv’d an armed Knight, 

Who to avoid the fearfull tempefls might, 

Had tane the Woods for fhelter, jufl as they 
With barbarous outcries were about to flay 
The honefl Shepheards, whom when he did view 
In that apparent perill, flraight he flew 
Upon the luflfull butchers, and his Sword 
Dealt deathfull dole amongft ’em ; they afford 
Him blowes for blowes, and dangerous fight main- 
tain 

Till his flrong hand vidloriously had flain 
The fiercefl of them ; then the other paire. 

Like to a flone that through the fubtle Ayre 
Flies from a forcing fling, fo fafl they fled 
Into the wood \ the Shepheards almofl dead 
With wounds and bruifes, joyfully did rife 
To thank their Saviour, who had cafl his eyes 
Up to the Tree where lovely Sylvia flood, 
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Bound, like the Tyrian Damfell when the flood 
Sent up a Whale to eat her. This llrange fight 
So full of wonder, filld the courteous Knight 
With admiration, and deflre to know, 

Both who fhee was, and who had uf’d her fo. 

And hailing forward to the holy tree, 

He gently ’gan to loofe her bands ; but fhee 
Who in the Idea of her frighted thought 
Saw nothing but her Foes, imagin’d nought 
But prefent Rape, gave up her Virgin breath 
From whence fhee had it, and enrich’d foul Death 
With the moil precious flavour : not the Boy 
How turn’d a Flow’r whom Phoebus did deftroy 
With his Sledg-cafting ; nor Orithids faire 
Sifter, fweet Frocris, whom the name of Ayre 
Brought to her mine ; nor loves beam-burn’d Love 
In death appear’d fo amorous. As a Dove 
Trufd by a Falcon gently takes the flroke 
Of Death, fo did fhee. The broad fpreading Oak 
Erfl proud of its faire Captive, fadly now 
Began lament, and mournfully to bow 
His aged head, to kiffe her livelieft Corfe ; 

The Wood-nymphs mournfull plaints did even en- 
force 

The neighboring Rocks to weep ; our Shepheards 
tears 

Watred the earth : in her fad death, appeares 
His Kalds Ioffe to Damon^ fo that hee 
Wept both for hers, and Kalds Tragedie. 

But all their woes were nothing to the plight 
Of forrow feizing on the gentle Knight, 

When hee beheld her perifh ; that his griefe 
Made him forget to tender quick reliefe 
Unto her fainting ; yet at laft he ran 
Unto a neighb’ring fountaine, and began 
To catch the glyding water, which did meet 
His labouring hands, thence leapt into her fweet 
Though dying face, fhee only in a fwound, 

And not quite dead ; the faying water found 



Poems, 


22 $ 

Means to recure her, (for ^tis fure the nature 
Of fuddain traunces, which poffeffe a Creature 
Only when Feare does call from every part 
The lively blood to aid the fainting heart, 

Agen to vanifh, when the blood is call’d 
By fome quick motion to the parts appall’d 
For want of it ; Shee therefore in this guife 
Handled, unfeald (forthwith) her death-clof’d eyes. 

As the tranfplendent Guider of the Day 
Obfcur’d by clouds, more brightly does difplay 
When h’ ’ath orecome them, his all-piercing light ; 

So did the blazing Comets of her fight 
Dart now more lucid clearneffe, every beame 
Of it defer ving to have been a Theame 
For all the Poets. Not the Cyprian Rofe 
Or filver Lillie, what can we fuppofe. 

Was like her Cheeks 1 Hyperboiies mufl needs 
Fail to expreffe that which it felfe exceeds 
All Metaphors : in them the bluihing Red 
Striv’d to appeare, and back unwilling fled 
To give that place to the more pow’rfull White : 

Judge but what fulneffe of fincere delight 
Rapt the late fearfull Knight when he did fee 
Her live agen ; hee halted to the tree, 

And kindly chear’d her tim’rous heart ; the Maid 
Could fcarce beleeve her ears or eyes, which paid 
Joy a moft welcome tribute j to unbind 
Her cords he halted, while the moflle rinde 
Of the broad fpreading tree did flrive to cleave 
To her fair skin, as if ’t had rather leave 
Its mother Oak than her ; beneath the fliade 
Of a thick Fig-tree fhe before had laid 
Her light filk garments, which the Shepheards 
brought 

To cloath her with ; the loving veftures fought 
To flie unto her bodie j foon as fhee 
Had put them on, with blufhing modeltie 
She thank’d the noble Champion and the Swains, 

Who for her fake had undergone fuch pains 
2 
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As merited requital! ; but a look 
From her fweet felf both Knight and Shepheards 
took 

As a reward fufficient j they would faine 
Have ask’d her name, but durfl not; how fliee 
came 

To be diftreft fo ; but left Ihee ftiould chance 
With thought of it to fall into a Trance 
Agen, they would not crave ’t \ She humbly prayed 
H'he Knight and Shepheards, (he might be conveyd 
By them home to her Fathers houfe, that ftood 
Under the covert of that luckleffe Wood 
Where ftiee had run fuch danger: Straight way 
they 

Lea^dng the curfed Villaines corps a prey 
To meager Wolves, the leavie Grove forfook; 

Shee being their Guid, a beaten Path they took 
Into a Meadow, where the Fowers did ftrive 
With eager motion, which Ihould firft revive 
From their late drowning, that they fo might meet 
With de\\ie lips the beauteous Virgins feet. 


Ccetera d^unt. 
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On the death and Poems, of his moft 
deare friend, Mafter Thomas Beedome.{i). 

W HY did thy mufe difplay her eaglets wing, 

And make a flight at heaven ? why did fliee 
flng, 

Like to the earely Larke, when the begunne, 

Glad carolls in the eare the liflning Sunne. 

Till heavens inhabitants did even conipire, 

To fnatch thee as a chanter to their quire, 

But glorious Beedome^ ere he left the earth, 

Did give to fame a Monument, a birth. 

To fuch a living fancy, as in fpight 
Of fate, fliall like a precious ray of light, 

Dwell ’bout his urne, where all the mufes fit, 

Wayling the Ioffe of his emergent wit 
And weeping ore his afhes till their eyes, 

Inflead of teares, flied mournfull Elegies. 

Peneian Daphne, there her armes difplayes, 

As if file would intombe him in her bayes. 

And flie who Phoebus hot purfuit did fhunne, 

Imbraces the old alhes of his fonne. 

There a bright troope of Virgins that from larre, 
Appeare, refembling every one a ftarre, 

Drown'd in a fee of pearle, doe fadly rife, 

From his lov’d urne, each one without their eyes. 
Wept out, or burning left there, as they’d meant, 


(i) Prefixed to Poems Divine, and Humane, By Thomas 
Beedome, Lond. 1641. 
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Thofe Kghts for tapers to his Monument 
Where fliall we find at fuch a time a foule, 

That could in flowing numbers even controuloy 
Arts nimbleft currents, and moil fwiftly glide. 
Without leail noyfe, admired before efpide. 

So have I feene a gentle ilreame, with fweet. 

And fluent motion, foftly hail to meet, 

Its mother Ocean, and inrich her ilore, 

With a more gratefull tribute then before. 

A thoufand violent torrents paid, whofe waves, 
Though lowder, brought lefle muficke to their graves, 
His iSe was all one harmony, and in^'s death. 
Numerous, and full of fweetnefle was his breath, 
Expanded like the Swans concluding layes, 

In lailing accents, that ihall fpeake his prayfe, 

While Feather-footed time does fwiftly paife, 

Or has a fand left in his plenteous glaffe, 

This is my vote, which to thy Booke ihall be 
A juil applaufe, to thee an Elegie, 
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In obitum Lachrymabilem^ 
Thomas Beedome^ mtper defitnlli, et in 
prcBclara ingenii fid Monumenta 
jam primnm edita.{i) 

^ Iccine crideli cecidifli morte peremptus ? 

^ ^ Siccine in extremos, juUus es ire rogos 1 

Et vix ingreffus teneros lanuginis annos ; 

Corruis ante diem, blande Bedome, tuum. 

Quid iuvat, ut tremulis cecinifli do<5la Camsenis 
Carmina % Threicise digna legenda lyr^ ? 

Quidve quod auricomum cinxiffet pennula frontem ? 

Vmbraffetque tuas laurus arnica genas ; 

Omnia cum noftri fint hsec monumenta doloris : 

Quantaque virtus erat, tantus eritque dolor. 

Sic in Erithreo pretiofam littore concham 

Cum perdat ; Lachrymis proflruit Indus humum. 
Sicque fuper tumulum plorantia lumina falfis 
Opprimimus fluviis : noxque fit atra dies j 
Cur tamen irriguis guttas foluamus ocellis ? 

Curve fluit gemitus nofler ab ore citus, 

Tene per altithroni fequerentur gaudia ludlus ? 

Tene per allriferam quaereret unda domum 1 
Non petit affiduos fandlorum manfio plandlus ; 
Convenit baud liquidis flamifer ignis aquis. 


(i) VxQ&x&d. to Beedomds PoemSf 1641. 
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Non opus interea efl tantam defier e ruin am 
Opprimet et tantum multa ruina virum 
I nunc magnificos jadlato tjrranne triumphos^, 
Mors, et depidlis pende trophsea tholis, 

Quam fragiles idlus contemptibilefque fagittae 
Sunt, nec vulneribus laedis ut ante tuis 
Dulciloquis volutans juvenis fuper sethera fcriptis 
Vivit in aura to nomen opufque libro. 

Atque triumphales redimunt fua tempora vitae ; 

Vidlor adeft mortis, fama perennis erit 
Vivit enim certi Immutato pedlore amici 
Nec potuit tumulo nobiliore frui. 
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To my noble Friend and Goffip, Cap- 
taine Richard Lovelace, 


Sir, 

Have fo long leene in your deU^ that I was 
almojl defperate in my felfe of making you 
paiment^ till this fancy by ravijhing from 
lurtefie in its patronage^ promifed me it would 
fatisfie part of my former engagements to you. Wonder 
not to fee it invade you thus on the fudden : Gratitude 
is aerially and like that Element^ nimUe in its motion 
and performance) though I would not have this of mine 
of a French difpofition^ to charge hotly a?id retreat un- 
fortunately : there may appeare fomething in this, that 
may maintaine the field courageoufly againfi Envy, nay 
come off with honour) if you, Sir,pleafe to reft faiis- 
fied, that it marches under your Enfignes, which are the 
defcres oj 

Your true honourer 



you a new 


Hm, Glafthorne. 




White-Hall 


Hat Earthquake's this ^ that with fuch fury 
fhakes 

My lofty Turrets from their Bafef and 

makes 

My marble pillars totter, as they meant 
To link into the Centre 1 the event 
Of thele llrange terrours- certainly mull be 
Sad prefaces to th’ book of mifery, 

Which now is opend in me ; every page 
Of which is able to affright the age 
To heare it read, make Nature mourn and keep 
My Obit, nay the worlds great Genius weep. 

How vaine are humane glories ? why Ihould men 
Repine to meet a diffolution, when 
Even in an inllant, fuch vail frames as I, 

Caflles, and llateliell marble fabricks die f 
Nay Monarchies, fuch as have feen (the light 
Of the whole world) the Sun rife faire and bright, 

And fet within their limits, quickly have 
Had all their greatnelTe Ihrowded in the grave 
Of that fterne tyrant Delliny, who flings 
His various llormes on Kiijgdomes, nay on Kangs, 
Who though they heavens immediate figures be, 
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Cannot evade this fad fatality : 

When like loud thunder violent, or the Norths 
Its fudden tempefl hideouily breaks forth, 

As ’t has on me, who have for many yeares 
Out-lhin’d the ilate and luftre of my Peeres. ^ 

Great Hampton Court, faire Greenwich, Richmond 
■ and 

The pleafant None-fuch ; that I feem’d to Hand 
Equall with Lduure^ or that work of all 
So much admir’d Spaines cofLly Scuriall : 

Who lince that prince of Prelates, Woolf ey^ laid 
My'firrae foundations, have as Empreffe fwaid 
O're all the Britifh pallaces, and beene 
The conftant Relidence o’ th’ King and Queene^ 
That with their prefence royall, did adorne 
My well-built Fabrick : As continued Morne 
Had dwelt about my cheeks, whofe every ray 
Appeard fufficient to create new day 
Forth of the Chaos \ As if t’ had begunne 
Here to doe Homage to the Eaflerne Sunne, 

Which never more ihall red with blufhes rife, 

To fee himfelfe out-fhin’d by th’ orient Eyes, 

Of thofe pure ConHellations : that ftill went 
About me, made me leeme a firmament 
Of moving llarres : and unexampled I 
Was held the feat where Earth’s bed Deity 
loy’d to refide. As I had beene the fumme 
Of pleafure, the worlds foie Elifeum. 

Then were the times, when in my infant pride, 

Great Henry (who my buildings dignified 
Firfl with that fuprerae honour) did refort 
Hither, entituling me his Soveraigne Court. 

When he his conquering Enfignes did advance, 

Over the bowels of infulting France : 

When Turwin trembled at his fierce Alarmes, 

Where Maximilian his Emperiall Armes, 

The Roman Eagles bravely did display 
Without difhonour, taking Englands pay. 

'\Yhen conquerd Touriiay fent his fpoiles to adorne 
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My walls for fuch Illuflrious trophees borne. 

Then who like me was happy when that Kling 
To me did all his mighty triumphs bring. 

That Honours owne brow could not boaft more 
Bayes 

More wreathes of Palme, then in thofe happy dayes 
Grew to my temples : And when filken peace 
Had ty’d wars furly rage up \ what encreafe 
Of bleffjngs flow’d about me then ? as Thames 
In its curl’d waves, had fwallowd the foure names 
Of thofe fweet Rivers that did once furround 
Eden, and I had beene that happy ground 
Pregnant with Aromatick Balme and fpice. 

The firft created, long loft Paradife. 

Then did the worthies of that famous Age, 

Make me the conftant, the continued ftage 
Where they did adl their Revels, Mirth, and Sport, 
Being the harmleffe Genii of the Court : 

When tilts and turnaments did to the life 
Imitate without blood-fhed, wars hot ftrife. 

Then gentle Love did all his Cupids arme, 

To wound the Ladies (fuch wounds caufe no 
harme) 

And ftrike the ftubbome and more marble hearts 
O th’ gallant Heroes with his flaming Darts. 

And when that King had run his mortall race, 

The thronging ftars ftriving to make him place 
Among their weaker fires : his hopefull fonne 
Edward (whofe vertues all affedlions wonne) 

That little Eye of Nature, the Delight 
O th’ Kingdome, by his bloods undoubted right, 
Wielding this Scepter, did confirme to me 
The former charter of my Soveraignty. 

So did his Sifter Mary^ though her raigne, 

(Caufe fraught with trouble) fcarcely did maintaine 
Me in my wonted ornaments, when fhe, 

Who was the very foule of Majefty, 

That virgin Queene, whofe unexampled glory, 

Gives truth to fame, and miracle to flory ; 
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In whole pure frame, as in their fphears were fet 
The flarres of Tudor and Plantaginet 
Eliza^ rul’d, then I began to weare 
A dreffe of Excellence, more rich, more cleare, 

And full of wonder, then Fames bounty coud 
Ere clothe her brazen pillars in. I flood 
The envy of all Nations ; then in me 
All bleffings ftrived to make an unity. 

Then from the whole world, I did tribute take 
Brought into me by that great Neptune, Drake, 

Who furrowed up the threatning Oceans face, 

(And fwift as billows doe each other chace) 

Purfued the fleps of honour through the maine, ^ 
Rifling the treafures of fcarce known New Spain : 
Whofe Mines and Towns he ranfackt, and ran on 
(Big with a noble brave Ambition) 

Through all oppofing dangers, till he hurl’d 
As twere a girdle ’bout the fpacious world. 

Then did I groan under the unvallued weight 
Of fpoils call on me in that Eighty Eight ; 

When that fame huge Armado did invade 
The Britifh Seas with terrour, and difplayd 
(In forme of a vafl Crefcent on the flood) 

Itfelfe as if t’had beene a tall growne wood : 

Till our fraali Navy did it felfe advance, 

(Refolv’d to fland the utmoft flonne of chance) 
Againfl that monflrous Fleet, that even defide 
Heaven in its infinite ambitious pride, 

And boldly led on by that Son of Fame, 

Our valiant Admirall, noble Nottingham, 

Gave them fierce battell ; then in fire did flie 
Like thunderbolts in lightning from the fkie 
The deathfull bullets, fplitting with their flroak, 

The knotty ribs of their tough Bifcaine Oak : 
Cracking their Mails, and with their fulphurous 
breath 

Giving their Ships frefh wounds to let in death : , 

Which as they funk call forth a purple flood, 

And drownd in water, drownd the waves with blood. 
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The waves that by th’ forc’d motion wrought fo high, 
As they had meant to hang teares i’th’ Suns hot Eye, 
Who in a maze obfcur’d his golden light, 

While clouds of fmoak transform’d the day to night. 
The affrighted Mirmaids flockt in flioles to fee 
That diffolution of Mortality. 

And as it were in pitty did inflead 

Of their falfe Charms, chant requiems to the dead. 

The feas blew Sexton, Triton^ making graves, 

Did work fo heard he fweat amidfl the waves ; 

And Proteus now a conflant vifage weares 
Of forrow, fhedding pearles in flead of teares. 

Then what was rich and precious in that Fleet, 

With it the joyfull Conquerours did greet 

Me at their home returne from thefe brave broyles, 

As I had been the temple where the fpoyles 
Of that renouned fea fight ought to be 
Hung up as Trophees to white vidlory : 

Nor were all thefe all triumphs that did fall, 

During this reigne, on me (then blefl White-Hall) 

A thoufand ornaments my rooms did gaine, 

Fetcht from the richefl Cities of proud Spairw. 

When that fame joy of manhood whom his fate 
Did afterwards render unfortunate, 

Illuftrious Effex with aufpicious failes, 

Set forth to th’ conqueft of Herculean Gales, 

Where great Alcides hxt his pillars, and 
Writ Non plus %dtra to the then knowne Land : 

That City glorying in the Indian ore 
As low as earth humbled her head before 
That conquering Earle, while her tall towers and 
fpires 

Burnt (as ’twere Martyrs) in thofe hideous fires 
Themfelves made for themfelves, till their huge frames 
Confum’d to afhes in their own bright flames. 

Then did I fiourifh, then my fpacious rooms 
Were hung with Arras, nay with Perfian looms. 

Then did my walls dreft in rich colours vie 
With Roman Pallaces for Imag’iy : 
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Mofaick paintings (though I^m now forlome) 

Did then my collly gilded roofs adorne. 

Statues of Parian Marble fuch as might 

The amorous Pigma/ion invite 

To laugh at his dull workmanlhip, did grace 

My walks and gardens : then in every place 

The wheat crownd Ceres (with her head unfhorne) 

Freely advanc’d her plenty bearing home ; 

The moft delicious viands in full ftate 
Serv’d to my tables in huge antick Plate : 

While plumpe Lyczus wifh green Ivie crownd, 

Danc’d up to th’ eyes in precious wine, a round 
Through my large Lobbies : then thofe fons of chine 
And pith, the Guard carowfd black lacks of wine 
In Head of fingle beare j then did they eat 
Without controule that emperor of meat. 

The lufly chine of Beefe ; while I did feeme 
With magazines of plenty Hill to teeme 
Without leaft feare of barranneffe ; the fpring 
To me her beauties did as offrings bring, 

The glorious fummer and rich Autumne paid. 

Their blelTings as my tribute : while this maid 
Was my imperiall millriffe winter’s breath, 

Had not the force to freeze my youth to death ; 
Wliich then like the Arabian yeere was feen, 

With gorgeous face flill flourifriing and green. 

No civill broile or forraigne feare did fright 
Me from my daily pradlife of delight ; 
luftice was then return’d agen to earth, 

Thofe bliffefull times gave no linifler birth 
To fowle oppreffions ; then within my frame 
Nere had been heard that fo detefled name 
Of a Monopoly ; nor by Patent made 
Lawfull, were iniuries to every trade ; 

But each one then did under his own vine, 

Eat his bread freely and caroufe his wine ; 

Which knew no Medium, then ’twixt thofe extreams 
Of white and claret j then the common theams, 

Of the glad people were full of joy and praife, 
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Of thofe fuperlatively happy dayes. 

There were no clamors heard within my gates. 

Of men iniuilly rob’d of their edates 
By powerfull Favourites : no fadlion then 
Reignd, lefle an emulation amongfl men 
Who fhould doe worthieft things. As in a hive 
The Bees fmall pallace, where each one does drive 
Which fhall mod honey to the dore-houfe bring, 
Deflouring thofe chade Virgins of the fpring 
The azure violets, that hang downe their heads, 

While they fuck all their fweetneffe from their beds : 
With which their thighes fulfil’ d, they nimbly die 
{Carrying that vidtim of their indudry) 

Into the common dwelling, where they fmg 
Triumphant peans to their ayrey King : 

So ’twas in me, each driv’d who diould excell 
Others in adling the States bufinefie well, 

Who could mod frequent by th’ worlds eye be feen 
Ready in fervice. to that virgin Queene. 

No tumults then, attempted were by th’ rude 
And many-headed bead, the Multitude : 

(To whom the prefent tihaes feeme ever word, 

Praifing the pad they never knew) they durd 
Not then in mutinous troops have pad by me, 

As if they meant to fright bright Majedy 
Out of my bofome ; then there was no drife 
Ith’ Common-wealth about religion rife. 

But all was peace and judice, which then grew 
Together like the Gemini. T knew 
No gawdy fadiions then from giddy France 
Brought hither fmce to be the Courts mifchance, 

Sick of that forraigne pride, whofe various dreffe 
Has udiered in effeminate wantonnede. 

The Lords then in their native habit went, 

Which was as comely as magnificent. 

The Ladies then their genuine beauties ware, 

Ignorant of the impodure of falfe haire : 

Nor did they their owne red and white attaint 
With that foule treafon againd Nature, paint ; 
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But each one llriv’d mth cunning art to finde 
New wayes of vertue to adorne their mind. 

Such was my fate, fo temperate and juft, 

It ne’r knew riot, nor convers'd with lufl. 

Nor did my glories, when that virgins breath 
Expiring feemd to bring the Ifland death, 

End or diminilh. A new llarre brake forth, 

As bright and quickning from the boiflerous North, 
Darting its cheerfull influence through my rooms, 
Which did from mourn full folitary tombs 
Refume their prifline luflre : when great lames 
Had pafl the Twede to view imperiall Thames, 
Whofe fwans, in dead of their own dirgies fing 
Triumphant welcomes to the long wifhd King , 
Whofe each look was a flarre, and every fmile 
The Sun that quickned. with new life, this Ifle. 

This lames who the two Kingdomes did unite, 

As happy Henry the red rofe and white : 

This lames the darling and delight of fate, 

Borne for the Solofnon oth’ Briiifh State. 

This king of more then Kingdoms, all mens hearts ; 
Monarch of letters, Emperour of arts : 

When he his happy peacefull reigne begunne. 

What plenteous flreames of joy and bliffe did runne 
Through all my veines ! what a full throngd refort 
Did beautifie each corner of my Court 1 
When armes, as ufeleffe, were hung up, no Jarre 
Was heard, no noife of home or forraigne warre.. 
The Mufes then did florifh", and upon 
My pleafant mounts planted their Helicon. 

Then that great wonder of the knowing age, 

Whofe very name merits the amplefl page 
In Fames faire book, admired lolmfm flood 
Up to the chin in the Pierian flood 
Quaffing crownd bowles of Nedlar, with his baye& 
Growing about his temples ; chanting layes, 

Such as were fit for fuch a facred Eare 
As his majeflick Mailers was ; to heare, 

Whom he fo oft pleafd with (thofe mighty tasks 
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Of wit and judgement) Ms well laboured Masks. 

Then thofe two thunderbolts of lively wit 
peaumont and Fletche7'‘ glorioufly did fit 
Huling the Theater, and with their cleane 
Conceptions beautifying the Comick Scene. 

And noble Donne (borne to more facred ufe) 

Exprefl his heavenly raptures ; As the juice 
Of the Hyblean rofes did dillill 
Through the Alembeck of his nedlard quill. 

Chapman like Homer in me often reads 
His Oddifes, and lofty Iliads. 

That I did rather then appeare to be 
The worlds bed furnifhd learnedft Academy, 

Then the Kings pallace : who when fatall fire 
In its malicious fury did confpire 
To ruine part of my faire buildings ; He 
Great lames renewd with State and Majedy, 

Like to himfelfe, that goodly Fabrick, which 
Is for materialls, as invention rich ; 

On polidid marble pillars, which fliall dand 
To fpeak his fame, while this renowned Land, 

Free from all the invafion of all forraigne harmes, 

Is walld about with Oceans watry armes. 

For which faire ornament I mud bedow 
My gratitude on worthy Imgo, 

Whofe skill in Fabrick did diredl each part 
Of that excelling frame with powerfull art. 

Yet fhould I filent be, the very dones, 

So quaintly laid, will fpeak the praife of lones. 

But now the fands of his full glaffe being run, 

In the Imperiall chayre his royall Son 
(Whom heaven protedl, and with a profperons reign 
Grant to rule this faire Ifland, and maintaine 
It in tranquillity and happy peace, 

To Judice and Religions full encreafe) 

Brave Charles fucceeded. Then my joyes renewd, 
As Eagles their old feathers being mewd. 

I with his vigorous prefence warmd, grew yong, 

My witherd frame appearing farre more drong 
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Then at its fird foundations ; mirth and Iports 
Like fayries tripping through my happy Courts. 

When Englands Charles the great in me was feene, 
To give a gracious welcome to his Queene, 

That flower of France^ her fexes faireil pridCj, 

Maria HenritUa his deare Bride, 

Who with a numerous progeny has blefl 
The Britifli Kingdom ; which in peace and reft 
Was pregnant with felicity, untill 
Like torrents falling from fome lofty hill, 

Or like fome hidden ftorme out of a cloud 
Mifchief came thundering from the North fo loud, 

As ’twould have wakend death ; thence thence did 
rife 

Thofe teares which dwell in feas abhut mine eyes. 
Then ’gan my ftately world admired head 
To fhrink, when Charles a puiffant Army led 
Into the field, with refolution hot, 

To tame the daring valour of the Scot : 

Who urg’d (it feemd) by fome Imagind wrong, 

Their confidence being as their force was ftrong, 
Came marching hitherwards : but yet white peace 
By its all powerfull goodnefle caufd to ceafe, 

Thofe fo lamented difcords ; and did bring 
In fafety to me, home my much lov’d King : 

And as a Taper which ere it expires, 

Colledls together, its concluding fires ; 

As ’twere to light it felfe to death, difplayes 
Ere it extinguiihes a fudden blafe ; 

More flaming glorious than it^s perfedl fiiine 
Could ere expand ; fo did thofe beames of mine 
Break forth, extending a gay fickly light. 

And now ’s obvolv’d in an ere-lafling night : 

Since Charls his abfence ,* as you’ve feen the ayre, 
Whuch yefterday was fo ferene and faire : 

Heaven’s forehead wore no wrinkles ; curie its brow 
Into a thoufand dufky furrows now : 

So tis with me, who am enforc’d to fliroud 
My face, which yefterday contemnd the cloud : 



Poems. 


249 


That now obfcures it ; timorous to fee 
That which encreafes flill my mifery. 

Where are thofe beauties now from whofe each eye, 
Flew winged flames of love and majefly, 

That trope of Ladies, who fo oft did gild 
My flately roomes with their own looks, which fild 
All my Dimenfions with rays pure and bright 
As was in Paradife, the worlds firfl light ? 

Yanifh'd like fhadowes, they no more appeare, 

The Sun being fet ; death now inhabits-ierey 
And a continued dulnefle, now infWad 
Of thofe foft mealures which fo oft were led 
Over my fpacious floores there does intrude 
Its meager felfe, that nothing folitude : 

In {lead of Mufick, fuch as by the Spheares, 

And tunefull Orbs is breath d to enchant all Fares : 
Vpon my Turrets nightly there does howle, 

The moil prodigious and portentous Owle ; 

Nothing but feare and terrour in me dwels, 

Such as is refident in thofe dark cels, 

Where nought but death raigns ; what contagious 
fin 

Of mine committed, ^gainfl Great Charls has bin 
The caufe of his long abfence, I am fure 
I’m in my innocence as cleare and pure, 

As in my infancy : why then fhould he 
Inflift upon me, this fad deftiny ? 

Why fhould I languilh like a faire young bride, 

Thus defolate, being caufelefly deni’d 
The comfort of my fpoufe, who now in arms, 

Expofd is to the dangerous alarms 
■ Of a rude civill-warre, which if a prayer 
Has power to qualifie ; He fill the ayre 
With Orifons, as zealous as my faith, 

Wit, or religion ; nay invention hath 

Forc’d to produce : may thefe Domeflick broyles. 

Like morning dew dry up, without thofe fpoyles. 

Of Kingdoms fire, and bloodfhed : May there be 
’Twixt King and Subjedt fuch a Sympathy, 
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As ’twixt the foule and body, as each part 
By ftrickt relation beares to th’ head and heart. 
May the King love his fubiedls, they obey 
His iuft behefls, till his great Empires fway, 

Be fixt and lafting in his name and blood, 

While this faire Ifland overlooks the flood. 
Showres of continued bleflings foftly fall 
Vpon him, that the wiflies of White-Hall 
May prove true and prophetick : who mull mourn 
In widdow’d fadnefle, till bell Charles return. 
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On the Death of the Right Honourable 
Francis Earle of Bedford. 

Eligie. 

W Hat apparition’s this ? who is’t that weares 

About him wrapt a Chriflall fhrowd of tears : 
Who is’t that in deaths manfion breathleffe lies 
In fLead of tapers, having griefe fwolne eyes, 

Stuck round about his Hearfe, what an amafe 
Begot by griefe and wonder, here difplayes 
Sorrow in’s blackefl Enfignes 3 as if all 
Mankind intomb’d were in this funerall : 

My admiration leaves me now each breath, 

Sighes in fad accents, glorious Bedfords death. 

The Iron Souldier that ’ith rage of warre 
Nere wept, when all his body was one fcarre : 

Nor figh’d at groanes of Infants, now does keep 
His Obit, and, like a foft Yirgin, weep : 

The Courtier whom religion icarce would win, 

Ere to diifufe a drop for his loofe fm : 

Now unconflrain’d part in this forrow beares, 

And weares no other lewels, but his teares,- 
Wrapt in fad Cypriffe, miffeltoe, and yewe : 

Their Daphne layd afide the noble cnie 
Of Phebus Priefls lament him ; till their cries. 

Turne all to Epicedes and Elegies : 

Nay in this fad diflemper of the State, 

When moft mens foftnelfe varies into hate, 
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All now contend in mourning to be chiefe, 

And know no other paffion but their griefe : 

He whofe Illullrious vertues with his blood 
loynd, did intitle him both great and good : 

Who with a modell fweetnelle ftriv’d to win 
All mens afifedlions, as if there had bin 
In his pure ellence multiplyed, every part 
Of true nobility fixing in his heart ; 

Which feemed the fpheare where honour did re- 
lide 

Without the leafl formality or pride. 

Not like thofe curious great ones, who create 
Fa<5lions and flrange diflradlions in the flate, 

WHio by malignant Councels flrive to bring 
Diflempers on the Kingdom and the King : 

Who though their violent Councels overwhelm 
The veffell flrive to be advanc’d to th’helme. 

Like the Suns daring off-fpring, nere content 
Till they’ve atchivd the Chariots government ; 

Which when their feeble forces cannot guide 
Like him they boafl in great attempts to ’ve 
di’de : 

No he was wife, and from ambition cleane, 

Efleemd the truefl fafety in the meane : 

His adlions being temperate and free 
From crime, except too much humanity. 

Who fhall like Bedford now, inflmdl the age 
Both by example, and the patronage 
Of true religious piety, how to be 
Fruitfull in works of publike charity : 

Who with a noble and ambitious zeale, 

To encreafe the glory of the 'Common-weale ; 

Did thofe two works of wonder (which fhall fland 
To fpeak his fame in after times to th’ land ;) 

Built Covent-Garden and (that fpacious plaine) 

The Fens his cofl and ihduflry did gaine, 

From the furrounding waters, where to fhow 
What a devotion his Intents did owe 
To heaven, (left men its worfhip fhould negle6l,) 
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In each a Church his bounty did eredl : (i) 

Such was his life, it never did enforce 
The great mans envie, or the meaners curfe. 

And now his effence by that mortall warre, 

’Gainft nature deaths tranllated to a llarre : 

His Name fhall live, while never dying verfe 
Has power to hang frefh glories ore his hearfe 
Which ihall extoll and dignifie his Name 
Among the Nobleft Heroes, which old Eame, 

Has in its lafting Chronicles inrold, 

In charadlers of ruil contemning gold : 

Till to perpetuat Bedfords merited glory, 

He be his houfes, nay this Nations ftory. 


(i) In Covent-Garden, at Thorny Abby in the Ifle of Ely. 
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On the right Honourable Henry Earle of 
Manchefter, Lord-Privie-Seale. 

Elegie. 

W Hat reverend ghofl is this which to my view, 
Prefents the fhape of noble Montague : 

As if ^twould beckon me to ’s herfe, to come 
And fing his honoured Epicedium : 

1 doe obey thy fummons, nay and boafl 
The glory call on me by thee faire ghofl. 

Which I perceive now, to be truly he 
Who living bore the flile and dignity 
Of Earle of Manchefler, and for the weale, 

O th’ Kingdom fat long time Lord-Privie-Seale. 

He who when living truths example flood, 

To teach great men how to be great and good : 

Nay to be wife and learnd to adl each part, 

Of their lives fcene with vertue and with art, 

Which he made vertues handmaid, and with fkill 
Manag’d his greatneffe without greatneffe ill : 

Who is’t that has not in the faire purfute, 

Of honour read the name of Montacuie^ 

That boafls it felfe derivitive to be, 

From thofe great ancient Earls of Salisbury, 

That did our Englifh glories fo advance, 

In all our Conquefls over vanquifhd France : 

From whence this Earls defcended, who did draw 
Confcience with filken chaines to kiffe the Law : 
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All whofe great Offices to his lafling grace. 

He pafld exalted from Recorders place, 

To be th’ Kings Serjeant, who did then prefer 
Him firfl chiefe luftice, then Lord Treafurer j 
And after by his gracious free confent, 

Confirmd him of his Councell prefident. 

Hence knowing his integrity and zeale 
To lullice, made him laiS. Lord-Privie-Seale. 

Can he then fall unpitied, and not have 
A thoufand fluent eyes to wafh his grave : 

Thofe men mull mourn him furely who did by 
His ludgernents gaine long banilhd equity ; 

As if divine Aflrea at his birth, 

Had flown on Turtles wings back to the earth ; 

Her own juft precepts freely to impart 
To him, and multiply them in his heart. 

And now he is immortall ; loe from far, 

Me thinks I fee the aged Manchefter, 

Shine a new ftarre in heaven, and with his bright 
And gilt refludlion, beautifie the light ; 

Where he fliall live for ever, and be read 
Here in his works of piety, though dead 
His mortall frame be, yet his noble name 
Shall live eternizd, by the tongue of fame. 

And while the world lafts, his Al-Mo?ido fhall 
Stand candidate for honour, even with all 
The works of learned Writers, and his prayfe 
Be by time’s hand adornd with wreaths of bayes. ' 
Thus vertue can fecure men dead, and give 
Life to their memories which fliall ever live. 




On the Noble, and much to lamented 
Mrs. Anne Kirk, wife to Mr. Geo. Kirk, 
Gent, of the Robes, and of his 
Majefties Bed-Chamber, who was 
unfortunately drowned paffing 
London Bridge, 6. 1641. 
an Anniverfary. 


Elegy I. 


W Hat rumor’s this, that on the tongue of fame 
Flies like a prodigy % as if it came 
To fright the Genius of the world with feares, 

Nay change its moving effence into teares : 

Now, now irrevocably flies the found 
Her lexes pride ; illufrrious Kirk is drownd. 

See how bright troops of virgins, who from farre 
Appeare, refembling every one a llarre ' 

Drownd in a fea of pearle, doe fadly rife 
From her lov’d urne, each one without their eyes, 
Wept out, or there left burning as they’d lent 
Thofe lights for tapers to her monument 
See how the Matrons lay their tires afide, 

And only in their forrow take a pride, 
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Their forrow which now beautifully weares, 

Ik {lead of diamonds, carcanets of teares. 

Where fhall we find a frame fo fully grac’t 
With vertues in fo rich a body plac’t ^ 

That it was truly held the unmatchd fhrine 
Of humane beauties mingled with divine : 

As if the heavens and nature did agree, 

In her to fix the greatefl fympathy 

Could be between them ; what was faire and good, 

Inclufive poffibly in flefh and blood. 

Who with her gentle ’haviour and deport, 

Did gaine the love, not envie, of the Court.] 

And yet fhe fell untimely ; like a rofe, 

Which in the morning fweetly does difclofe 
Its purple beauties, till the winds in love 
Doe with their frequent boifterous kiffes move 
Its fragrant leaves fo rudely, that ere night 
They witherd fall ; fo fhe did, the delight 
Of womanhood and vertue ; in whofe grave 
Lie more than ere mortality fhall have. 

Agen to boafl, whofe glories fhall (when all 

Her fexes Legends unapochryphall 

For truth and beauty) in fames book be writ, 

As a large preface fix ith' front of it. 

That when poflerity reads the rape has bin 
Adled by death on this bright Cherubin ; 

The virgins may her annuall Obit keep, 

And big with noble emulation, weep 
To underhand their fexes richefl flore 
Confum'd on her ; Nature’s become too poore 
To frame her equall beauty, or difplay 
Such art and wonder in fucceeding clay. 

And though this Ladie fell, the fpoile of fate, 

Who with too rigorous hafle did antedate 
Her day of defLiny, nothing could be found 
Cruell enough to give that defperate wound. 

But the falfe waves, who as they meant to infhrine 
Her (whom they took for fea borne Ericine) 

In watry armes/^officioufly did fkip 
2 


s 
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With fluent motion from each lip to lip, 

Till being enamourd on her balmy breath, 
(Cruell in love) they kill her even to death : 
And viewing then no more life to remaine, 

Like Crocodiles they wept ore her they’d flaine. 


Eligy IL 

T He year’s revolv’d, and now once more is come 
The day in which Ihe fuffered martyrdomCj 
And ’gainll the ufuall cuflome did expire 
In water, holily as thofe the fire 
Did fancfrifie for heaven, who us’d to take 
Delight to ninne to the flame bearing flake. 

Had fhe like them beene toVe receivd her death, 

Ere the weak fire by the winds pregnant breath 
Could have beene blown into a flame, our eyes 
Should have preuented tyrant deaths furprife, 

And let fall fuch a huge contra(5led teare, 

Able to quench fires element in its fpheare. 

This was the day, when that fame fubtle thiefe 
Fate flole earths comfort hence, and cafl a griefe 
Perpetuall as her virtues, ore the face 
0th moumfull world, which can afford no place 
For mirth or fport, till celebrated be 
The annuall requiems to Kirks memory : 

Which grows more precious, like rich mighty wine 
By being long kept j or reliques in a fhrine 
Prefervd as facred, which inviolate hold 
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The Charter of their fame though nere fo old. 

With what a ferious griefe doe men relate 
Loffes in their particular Eflate ; 

The toyling husbandman will many years 
After rehearfe unto his rullick Peers 
His paft misfortune, when the Somers heat 
Did blafl his fruit, or mildews hop’d for wheat. 

The greedy Merchant, if he doe fuflaine 
A Ioffe by fhipwrack in the flattering maine, 

Sighes at its memory ; which does Hill renew 
His wealth then drownd to his vext fancies view. 

And mull wee not lament, are we not bound 
Upon the day when glorious Kirk was drownd ; 
When natures fweetefl fruit did blafled fall, 

To folemnize with teares her funerall : 

Yes to diffufe a deluge, that as Ihee 
By water met her pitied deftiny, 

That element to expiate its black crime 
May fpend its moillure on her dull, till time 
Diffolve ; and we tranflated to the skies, 

(Where teares are wip’t away from all mens eyes) 

Exalted to her fellowfliip may be 

Her blefl companions ith’ felicity 

She -with the Saints poffeffes ; but till then 

Her lofle mull be the griefe of all good men. 


FINIS. 


s 2 




NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 




263 


NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 


Page i. 

The Tragedy of Albertus WalUnftdn (1640). 

This Play was reprinted in Baldwyn’s Old Englifli Drama 
Lond. 1824, from the impreffion dated 1639. 


Page 3. 

The tragedy of Albertus Wallenftein^ Late JOuhe of 
Tridlandi and Generali to the Tmfet'or Ferdinand the 
Second. 

“ After the battle of Liitzen, Wallenftein puniflied with death 
many generals, colonels and inferior officers who had not behaved 
well in that battle. He foon repaired his Ioffes, and his arms 
were vi( 51 :orious in Saxony and Silefia. But his haughtinefs be- 
came infupportable, and he openly manifefted his defign to malce 
himfelf a powerful member of the empire. The Jefuits and 
foreign generals at the court availed themfelves of the ina(fbivity 
of Wallenftein to calumniate him to the Emperor ; and Wallen- 
ftein having refufed to relieve the Duke of Bavaria, preferring a 
campaign in Silefia, this prince, his old enemy, joined the fecret 
enemies of Wallenffein. They reprefented him as defigning to 
overthrow Ferdiinand’s power in Germany, and the Emperor was 
die more ready to believe the accufation, as it tranfpired that 
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France h.ad offered to aid Wallenflein in obtaining" the cro'v\m of 
Bohemia ; but WaUenftein rejeded thefe propofitions, and con- 
tinued to fhow his eameft defire to drive all foreigners out of 
Germany, enemies as well as fiiends. The Emperor ordered him 
to withdraw from Bohemia and Moravia, and to take up his 
winter-quarters in Lower Saxony (December 1633) ; but Wallen- 
fteiti neither would nor could obey this order, which he regarded 
as a violation of the conditions on which he had lefumed the 
command. Upon this Maximilian of Bavaria urged the Emperor 
to difinifs his difobedient general ; and WallenHein, having been 
informed that the Emperor had refolved to do it, declared that 
he would reiign his command. His faithful lieutenants urged 
him not to abandon them ; and in order to prove their invariable 
attachment, they figned a declaration at Pilfen on the 12th of 
January, 1634, in which they promifed to flay with Wallenflein 
as long as he would be their commander. This is the famous 
declaration which has always been reprefented as a plot againll 
the Emperor. Piccolomiiii, Gallas, and feveral other Italian and 
Spanifh officers availed themfelves of the occafion to ruin Wal- 
lenflein ; and the Emperor, believing their mis-flatements, figned 
an order by which Wallenflein was. deprived of his command 
and declared a rebel (24th January). Piccolomini and Gallas 
were commiffioned to take Wallenflein, dead or alive. The 
order was kept fecret, but fomething tranfpired, and Wal- 
lenflein, in order to prove his loyalty, relieved his lieutenants from 
their promife to flay with him till the lafl moment (20th Febru- 
ary). On the following day he fent two officers, Colonels Mohr- 
wald and Brenner, to the Emperor, to declare in his name that he 
was ready to rehgn, and to juftify his condudl^ but Colonel Butler, 
an Irifhman, treacheroufly informed Piccolomini of it, and the 
two officers were feized and not allowed to fee the emperor, who 
was flill deceived by the enemies of Wallenflein, On the 20th 
February the emperor ordered Wallenftein’s eftates to be confis- 
cated, and Pallas and Piccolomini approached Pilfen for the pur- 
pofe of furprifmg Wallenflein, In this extremity Wallenflein 
took refuge within the walls of Eger ; and in order to fave his 
life, fent Duke Franz Albrecht of Saxe-Lanenburg to Duke 
Bernhard of Weimar, requefling him to receive him with a fmall 
body of faithful officers and foldiers. Bernhard, as well as the 
vSwedifh chancellor Oxenlbeni, declined the propofition, thinking 
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that it was only a trick. During this time Wallenftein remained 
in the Caftle of Eger. He was accompanied by his moil faith- 
ful officers, among whom were Tertzky, Kinsky, lUo, Neuman, 
and fome traitors, fuch as Gordon, Butler, and Leflie, who were 
bribed by Piccolomini, and had promifed to execute the bloody 
order of the Emperor, 

On the 2Stb February, Gordon, who was commandant of 
Eger, gave a fplendid entertainment to Wallenflein’s officers, at 
which the duke was not prefent, on account of his ill-health. 
After dinner, an armed band rufhed in, and the friends of Wal- 
lenftein fell beneath their fwords. Wallenftein heard the cries 
of the murdered men. He opened a window, and asked, a fenti- 
nel what it meant. Suddenly Captain Deveroux, at the head of 
thirty Iriflimen, rufhed into his apartment ,* and while his men 
fhrunk back at the fight of their great commander, who flood 
before them defencelefs and in his night-drefs, Deveroux ad- 
vanced and cried out, Art thou the traitor who is going to ruin 
the Emperor?” With thefe w.ords he lifted his partifan. Wal- 
lenflein, without uttering a word, opened his arms and received 
the deadly blow in his breafl. He was always thoughtful, and 
fpoke little, and fo he was in his lafl moment : he fell and died 
filently.— English Cyclop. 


Page 9. 

[St. Paul's School.] 

Alex, Gill 

In 160$ the Mercers had appointed Alexander Gill, a Lin- 
colnfhire man and M. A. of Corpus Chrifli Coll., Oxford. Some 
changes had occurred in the conflitution of the fchool during the 
century which had elapfed between Lilly’s time and that of Gill. 

It was no longer “ poor men's children ” that attended 

the fchool, if this had ever flri( 5 lly been the cafe, but the children 
of well-to-do citizens prefented by the Mercers. 

[Milton entered St. Paul’s School circa 1620.] 

The paramount influence of the fchool lay neceffarily in the 
charader and qualifications of the two maflers for the time 
being. Thefe, at the time with which we are conpemed, were 
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Mr. Gill, the head-mafter, and his fon, Alexander Gill the 
younger, then adting as ulher. .... Young Gill, the uflier or 
fur-mafter, was by no means fo fteady a man as his father. Bom 
about 1597, he had been educated at St. Paul’s School ; had 
gone thence, on one of the Mercers’ Exhibitions, to Trinity 
College, Oxford ; and, after completing his courfe there, and 
taking orders, had come back to town about 1619, and dropped 
conveniently into the place of his father’s affiilant. There muft 
have been from the firft an element of blufter and reck- 
leiTnefs about this jmiior Gill which annoyed his father, and 
coft him a good deal of trouble. Meanwhile his reputa- 
tion was confiderably above the common. As early as 1612, 
or immediately after his going to college, he had written a 
Latin threnody on the death of Prince Henry, which had been 
publiihed among the many other effufions of the kind called 
forth by that event ; and, during his courfe at Oxford, he had 
written other things of the fame fort, both in Latin and Greek, 
fome of which were alfo printed. The fpecial character, there- 
fore, which he bore among the boys of St. Paul’s School, 
when at the age of twenty-two or thereby, he became his 
father’s affiftant, was that of a Iplendid maker of Greek and 
Latin verfes 

Such were the two men, not uninterefting in themfelves, to 
whofe lot it fell to be Milton’s fchoolmafters. He was under 
their care, as we calculate, at leaft four years — from 1620, when 
he had paffed his eleventh year, to the winter or fpring of 
1624 — 5, when he had paffed his fixteenth. . . ’ , . The 

young poet [Milton] had, of courfe, his friends about him to 
whom he fhowed his firfl attempts in compofition. It is certain, 
at leaft, that the younger Mr. Gill was not left in ignorance 
of thefe or any other contemporary efforts of his favourite pupil 
in his own metrical art. Four years later, Milton, writing to 
him from college, and enclofing fome compofitions of that date 
for his infpedlion, compliments him as one whom he knows to be 
“a very levere judge in poetical matters, and a very candid 
critic, fo far as he was concerned and in the fame letter he 
fpeaks of recolledling Gill’s “ almoft conftant converfations with 
him,” and regrets being abfent from one from whofe fociety he 
had never once gone away ** without a manifefl acceffion of 
literary knowledge.” Gill was by no means the model of a man, 
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as regarded either charadler or temper ; but that he ihould have 
flood for a year or two in this relation to Milton, is fomething to 
his credit. — MaJforC s Life of Milton^ Vol. I., pp. 5S — 78. 

Gill was the author of a little volume of Greek and Latin 
verfes, publifhed under the following title ; “ na/0€/3>/a, Sive 
Poetici Co 7 iatus Alexaitdri ab Alexandra Gil Lo7idinensis^ ah ali- 
quam multis antehcec expetiti^ tandem in lucent frodeunU Lond. 
1632, pp. 91. 

Gill feems to have ufed the rod with fome feverity. In a copy 
of verfes On Dodlor Gilly Majier of Pauls Schoole printed in the 
year 1651, we read : — 

In Pauls Church-yard in London 
There dwells a noble Ferker ; 

Take heed you that paffe 
Left you tafte of his lafh : 

For I have found him a Jerker : 

Still doth he cry, 

Take him up, 

Take him up, Sir, 

Untruffe with expedition. 

0 the Burchen toole 
Which he windes ith’ Schoole 
Frights worfe then an Inquifition,‘" 


Page 19. 

That this infulting Etnperor by his falL 
A Tine is apparently '^vanting after this. 


Page 88. 

The Ladies Prtviledge, 1640. 

This Play was reprinted in the fecond volume of Bald^ 
Old English Drama. Lond. 1825. 
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Page 125. 

Time Jhall defend like fummer on your brow, &c. 

The remainder of this fpeech alfo occurs, without any differ- 
ence of wording, in The Hollander (Vol. I., p. 123). 


Page 197 

To Mr. Charles Cotton. 

This is not the Charles Cotton who was alTociated with Izaak 
Walton in the Complete Angler, who was born in 1630, and was 
confequently only nine years of age when the volume containing 
these verfes was publifhed. 


Page 212. 

Vpn the death of his Sifter 
Mrs. Prif cilia Glapthorne. 

We have no indication of the age of the poet’s fifter, or of the 
precife date of her death. This Elegy, with a few verbal differ- 
ences, is the fame as the lines which clofe Argalus and Parthenia 
(VoL I, p. 65). 


Page 230. 

Whitehall, &c. 1643. 

The copy among the King’s Pamphlets is dated in a contem- 
porary hand, March 4, 164!. 


Page 231. 

To my noble Friend and Goljfip, Caftaine Richard Lovelace. 
Richard Lovelace, the eldeft fon of Sir William Lovelace, of 
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Woollidge, in Kent, was bom in that county in 1618, and was 
confequently twenty-five years of age when thus addreffed by 
Glaptbome. Lovelace was educated at Charterboufe School ; 
and was matriculated at Glocefter Hall, Oxford, June 27. 1634! 
At this time “he was accounted the moft amiable and beautiful 
perfon that ever eye beheld ; a perfon also of innate modefly, 
virtue, and courtly deportment, which made him then, but efpe- 
cially after, when he retired to the gi'eat city, much admired and 
adored by the female fex,” In 1636, when the king and queen 
vifited Oxford, he was, “at the requeft of a great lady belonging 
to the queen,” created Matter of Arts, although but of two years’ 
ftanding ; his converfation and conduct on this occafion difplayed 
his ingenuity and generous foul, and he became as much the idol 
of the male as he was before of the female fex. 

On leaving the Univerfity he attended the Court in great 
fplendour, and being patronized by Lord Goring (afterwards Earl 
of Norwich) was by him fent with the Scotch expedition in 1639, 
ferving as an enfign; in the fecond expedition he obtained a cap- 
tain’s commiffion. About this time he wrote a tragedy called 
The Soldier^ which has never been printed ; and the Stage being 
foon after fuppreffed, was never adled. 

After the pacification at Berwick, he retired to Lovelace-place, 
in the parifh of Betherfden, at Canterbury : his eflate there and 
at Chart Halden, &c., is faid by Wood to have been worth at 
ieaft;^5oo per annum, a handfome gentlemanly provifion at that 
time. Such was the public eftimation in which he was held, 
that he was made choice of by the county to deliver the Kentifh 
petition for the refloration of the King, &c., to the Houfe of 
Commons. He was for this obnoxious meafure committed to 
the prifon of the Gatehoufe at Weflminller ; it was here that he 
wrote the exquifite little fong to Althea, from prifon, beginning 
“ When love with unconfined wings.” 

After an imprifonment of three or four months he was releafed 
upon the enormous bail of;^40,ooo, upon condition that he was 
not to flir out of the lines of communication without a pafs from 
the Speaker. His liberal fpirit in fumifhing men with horfes 
and arms for the credit of the King’s caufe— in relieving the 
neceffities of ingenious men, fcholars, muficians, and foldiers ; in 
fupporting and afiifling his brothers Francis and William, who 
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were engaged in the King’s fervice, and the education of liis 
younger brother Dudley, had already impaired his fortune. 

After the furrender of Oxford in 1646, he formed a regiment 
for the fervice of the French King, commanded it himfelf, 
and was wounded at Dunkirk; previoufly to this he had 
paid his addreffes to a lady of great beauty and fortune, 
whofe name was Lucy Sacheverell, whom he ufually called Lux 
Casta ; to his misfortune a report of his death of wounds received 
at Dunkirk reaching her, and being believed, flie was foon after 
married to another. It was principally to her, and in her 
praife, that his poems were written. It is fuppofed the print pre- 
fbted to them and engraved by Faithome from a defign of Sir 
Peter Lely’s, contains her portrait, and in compliment to her they 
bear the name of Lucajia. 

In 1648 Lovelace returned to England with his brother 
Dudley, then a captain in his regiment ; and upon their arrival 
in London they were both committed prifoners to Peterhoufe, 
where he amufed himfelf with arranging and committing his 
poems to prefs : they were publilhed in 1649 ; but many of 
them had previoully been printed in mufical publications, 
having been compofed by Lawes, Gamble, and other eminent 
compofers. 

His liberality and his loyalty had entirely confumed his 
eftate ; fo that when, upon the death of the king, he was fet at 
liberty, he found himfelf in the world without the means of 
fupport, and reduced to fuch a hopelefs condition that, in the 
words of his biographer, "‘he grew very melancholy (which 
brought him into a confumption), became very poor in body and 
purfe, was the objed of charity, went in ragged clothes (whereas 
when he was in his glory he wore cloth of gold and filver), and 
moftly lodged in obfcure and dirty places, more befitting the 
word of beggars than pooreft of fervants,” &c. In fuch fad 
reverie of fortunes did this gallant and fpirited being linger out 
his wretched exigence until 1658, when death terminated his 
fufferings. He expired at very mean lodgings in Gunpowder, 
alley, near Shoe-lane, and was buried at the weft end of St. 
Pride’s Church, 

Such (given almoft exadly in the quaint language of Wood), 
was the romantic hiftoiy of Glapthome’s “noble friend and 



goflip.” Whether Glapthome himfelf experienced fimikr re- 
verfes can now be only a matter of conjedure. That in the 
heyday of youth and fortune the two had been linked intimately 
together throws a little ray of light, however, on our dramatill’s 
biography, being, as it is, a fad placed beyond all poflible doubt 
by this Dedication. 
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